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CHAPTER I. 



SAULT ST. PIERRE. 



I WRITE this by desire of my brothers and 

sisters, that if any reports of our strange family 

history should come down to after generations 

the thing may be properly understood. 

The old times at Trevorsham seem to me 

so remote, that I can hardly believe that we 

are the same who were so happy then. Nay, 

B 
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Jaquetta laughs, and declares that it is not 
possible to be happier than we have been 
since, and Fulk would have me remember that 
all was not always smooth Aven in those 
days. 

Perhaps not — for him, at least, dear fellow, 
in those latter times; but when I think of 
the old home, the worst troubles that rise be- 
fore me are those of the back-board and the 
stocks, French in the school-room, and Miss 
Simmonds' " Lady Ursula, think of your posi- 
tion !" 

And as to Jaquetta, she was bom under 
a more benignant star. Nobody could have 
put a back-board on her any more than on a 
kitten. 

Our mother had died (oh! how happily for 
herself!) when Jaquetta was a baby, and Miss 
Simmonds most carefully ruled not only over 
us, but over Adela Brainerd, my father's ward. 
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who was brought up with us because she had 
no other relation in the world. 

Besides, riiy father wished her to marry one 
of my brothers. It would have done very well 
for either Torwood or Bertram, but unluckily, 
as it seemed, neither of them could take to 
the notion. She was a dear little thing, to be 
sure, and we were all very fond of her; but, as 
Bertram said, it would have been like marrying 
Jaquetta, and Torwood had other views, to 
which my father would not then listen. 

Then Bertram's regiment was ordered to 
Canada, and that was the real cause of it all, 
though we did not know it till long after. 

Bertram was starting out on a sporting expe- 
dition with a Canadian gentleman, when about 
ten miles from Montreal they halted at a farm 
with a good well-built house, named Sault St. 
Pierre, all looking prosperous and comfortable, 
and a young farmer, American in his ways — 
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free-spoken, familiar, and blunt — ^but very kindly 
and friendly, was at work there with some 
French-Canadian labourers. 

Bertram's friend knew him and often halted 
there on hunting expeditions, so they went into 
the house — ^very nicely furnished, a pretty parlour 
with muslin curtains, a piano, and everything 
pleasant ; and Joel Lea called his wife, a hand- 
some, fair young woman. Bertram says from 
the first she put him in mind of some one, 
and he was trying to make out who it could 
be. Then came the wife's mother, a neat 
little delicate, bent woman, with dark eyes, that 
looked, Bertram said, as if they had had some 
great fright and never recovered it. They 
called her Mrs. Dayman. 

She was silent at first, and only helped her 
daughter and the maid to get the dinner, and 
an excellent dinner it was ; but she kept on 
looking at Bertram, and she quite started when 
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she heard him called Mr. Trevor. When they 
were just rising up, and going to take leave, 
she came up to him in a frightened agitated 
manner, as if she could not help it, and said — 

" Sir, you are so like a gentleman I once 
knew. Was any relation of yours ever in 
Canada?" 

"My father was in Canada," answered 
Bertram. 

" Oh no," she said then, very much affected, 
" the Captain Trevor I knew was killed in the 
Lake Campaign in 18 14. It must be a mistake, 
yet you put me in mind of him so strangely." 

Then Bertram protested that she must mean 
my father, for that he had been a captain in 
the — th, and had been stationed at York (as 
Toronto was then called), but was badly 
wounded in repulsing the American attack 
on the Lakes in 18 14. 

"Not dead?" she asked, with her cheeks 
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getting pale, and a sort of excitement about 
her, that made Bertram wonder, at the moment,, 
if there could have been any old attachment 
between them, and he explained how my father 
was shipped off from England between life and 
death ; and how, when he recovered, he found 
his uncle dying, and the title and property 
coming to him. 

"And he married!" she said, with a bewil- 
dered look ; and Bertram told her that he had 
married Lady Mary Lupton — as his uncle and 
father had wished — and how we four were their 
children. I can fancy how kindly and tenderly 
Bertram would speak when he saw that she was 
anxious and pained ; and she took hold of his 
hand and held him, and when he said something 
of mentioning that he had seen her, she cried 
out with a sort of terror, " Oh no, no, Mr. Trevor, 
I beg you will not. Let him think me dead> 
as I thought him. And then she drew down 
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Bertram's tall head to her, and fairly kissed his 
forehead, adding, "I could not help it, sir; an 
old woman's kiss will do you no harm ! " 

Then he went away. He never did tell us 
of the meeting till long after. He was not a 
great letter writer, and, besides, he thought 
my father might not- wish to have the flirta- 
tions of his youth brought up against him. 

So we little knew ! 

But it seems that the daughter and son- 
in-law were just as much amazed as Bertram, 
and when he was gone, and the poor old 
lady sank into her chair and burst out crying, 
and as they came and asked who or what 
this was, she sobbed out, " Your brother, 
Hester ! Oh ! so like him — my husband !" or 
something to that effect, as unawares. She 
wanted to take it back again, but of course 
Hester would hot let her, and made her tell 
the whole. 
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It seems that her name was Faith Le Blanc ; 
she was half English, half French-Canadian, 
and lived in a village in a very unsettled part, 
where Captain Trevor used to come to hunt, 
and where he made love to her, and ended 
by marrying her — ^with the knowledge of her 
family and his brother officers, but not of his 
family — just before he was ordered to the 
Lake frontier. The war had stirred up the 
Indians to acts of violence they had not com- 
mitted for many years, and a tribe of them 
came down on the village, plundering, burning, 
. killing, and torturing those whom they had 
known in friendly intercourse. 

Faith Le Blanc had once given some milk 
to a papoose upon its mother's back, and 
perhaps for this reason she was spared, but 
everyone belonging to her was, she believed, 
destroyed, and she was carried away by the 
tribe, who wanted to make her one of them- 
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selves ; and she knew that if she offended them, 
such horrors as she had seen practised on others 
would come on her. 

However, they had gone to another resort 
of theirs, where there was a young hunter who 
often visited them, and was on friendly terms. 
When he found that there was a white woman 
living as a captive among them, he spared no 
effort to rescue her. Both he and she were 
often in exceeding danger ; but he contrived 
her escape at last, and brought her through 
the woods to a place of safety, and there her 
child was born. 

It was over the American frontier, and it 
was long before she could write to her husband. 
She never knew what became of her letter, but 
the hunter friend. Piers Dayman, showed her 
an American paper which mentioned Captain 
Trevor among the officers killed in their attack. 

Dayman was devoted to her, and insisted 



lo LADY HESTER; 

on marrying her, and bringing up her daughter 
as his own. I fancy she was a woman of 
gentle passive temper, and had been crushed 
and terrified by all she had gone through, so 
as to have little instinct left but that of cling- 
ing to the protector who had taken her up when 
she had lost everything else ; and she married 
him. Nor did Hester guess till that very day 
that Piers Dayman was not her father! 

There were other children, sons who have 
given themselves to hunting and trapping in 
the Hudson's Bay Company's territory ; but 
Hester remained the only daughter, and tfley 
educated her well, sending her to a convent at 
Montreal, where she learnt a good many accom- 
plishments. They were not Roman Catholics ; 
but it was the only way of getting an education. 

Dayman must have been a warm-hearted,, 
tenderly affectionate person. Hester loved him 
very much. But he had lived a wild sports- 
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man's life, and never was happy at rest. They 
changed home often ; and at last he was snowed 
up and frozen to death, with one of his boys, 
on a bear hunting expedition. 

Not very long after, Hester married this 
sturdy American, Joel Lea, who had bought 
some land on the Canadian side of the border, 
and her mother came home to live with them. 
They had been married four or five years, but 
none of their children had lived. 

So it was when the discovery came upon 
poor old Mrs. Dayman (I do not know what 
else to call her), that Fulk Torwood Trevor, the 
husband of her youth, was not dead, but was 
Earl of Trevorsham ; married, and the father 

of four children in England. 

Poor old thing ! She would have buried her 
secret to the last, as much in pity and love to 
him as in shame and grief for herself ; and con- 
sideration, too, for the sons, for whom the dis- 
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covery was only less bad than for us, as they 
had less to lose. Hester herself hardly fully 
understood what it all involved, and it only 
gradually grew on her. 

That winter her mother fell ill, and Mr. Lea 
felt it right that the small property she had 
had for her life should be properly secured to 
her sons, according to the division their father 
had intended. So a lawyer was brought from 
Montreal and her will was made. Thus another 
person knew about it, and he was much struck, 
and explained to Hester that she was really 
a lady of rank, and probably the only child 
of her father who had any legal claim to his 
estates. Lea, with a good deal of the old 
American Republican temper, would not be 
stirred up. He despised lords and ladies, and 
would none of it ; but the lawyer held that 
it would be doing wrong not to preserve 
the record. Hester had grown excited, and 
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seconded him ; and one day, when Lea was 
out, the lawyer brought a magistrate to take 
Mrs. Dayman's affidavit as to all her past his- 
tory — marriage witnesses and all. She was a 
good deal overcome and agitated, and quite 
implored Hester never to use the knowledge 
against her father ; but she must have been 
always a passive, docile being, and they made 
her tell all that was wanted, and sign her 
deposition, as she had signed her will, as Faith 
Trevor, commonly known as Faith Dayman. 

She did not live many days after. It was 
on the 3rd of February, 1836, that she died; 
and in the course of the summer Hester had 
a son, who throve as none of her babies had 
done. 

Then she lay and brooded over him and 
the rights she fancied he was deprived of, till 
she worked herself up to a strong and fixed 
purpose, and insisted upon making all known 
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to her father. Now that her mother was gone 
she persuaded herself that he had been a cruel, 
faithless tyrant, who had wilfully deserted his 
young wife. 

Joel Lea would not listen to her. Why 
should she wish to make his son a good-for- 
nothing English lord.^ That was his view. 
Nothing but misery, distress, and temptation 
could come of not letting things alone. He 
held to that, and there were no means forth- 
coming either of coming to England to present 
herself. The family were well to do, but had 
no ready money to lay out on a passage across 
the Atlantic. Nor would Hester wait. She 
had persuaded herself that a letter would be 
suppressed, even if she had known how to 
address it ; but to claim "her son's rights, and 
make an earl of him, had become her fixed 
idea, and she began laying aside every farthing 
in her power. 
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In this she was encouraged, not by the lawyer 
who had made the will — and who, considering 
that poor Faith's witnesses had been destroyed, 
and her certificate and her wedding ring taken 
from her by the Indians, thought that the 
marriage could not be substantiated — but by a 
clever young clerk, who had managed to find 
out the state of things ; a man named Perrault, 
who used to come to the farm, always when 
Lea was out, and talk her into a further state 
of excitement about her child's expectations, 
and the injuries she was suffering. It was her 
one idea. She says she really believes she 
should have gone mad if the saving had not 
occupied her ; and a very dreary life poor Joel 
must have had whilst she was scraping to- 
gether the passage-money. He still steadily 
and sternly disapproved the whole, and when 
at two years* end she had put together enough 
to bring her and her boy home, and maintain 
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them there for a few weeks, he still refused 

to go with her. The last thing he said was, 

" Remember, Hester, what was the price of 

all the kingdoms of the world ! Thou wilt 

have it, then ! Would that I could say, my 
blessing go with thee." And he took his child, 

and held him long in his arms, and never spoke 

one word over him but, " My poor boy ! " 
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CHAPTER 11. 



TREVORSHAM. 



I SUPPOSE I had better tell what we had been 
doing all this time. Adela and I had come out, 
and had a season or two in London, and my 
father had enjoyed our pleasure in it, and paid 
a good deal of court to our pretty Adela, 
because there was no driving Torwood into 
anything warmer than easy brotherly com- 
panionship. 

In fact, Torwood had never cared for anyone 
but little Emily Deerhurst Once he had come 
to her rescue, when she was only nine or ten 
years old, and her schoolboy cousins wei:e 



^ 
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teasing her, and at every Twelfth-day party 
since she and he had come together as by 
right. There was something irresistible in her 
great soft plaintive brown eyes, though she 
was scarcely pretty otherwise, and we used 
to call her the White Doe of Rylstone. 
Torwood was six or seven years older, and 
no one supposed that he seriously cared for 
her, till she was sixteen. Then, when my 
father spoke point blank to him about Adela, 
he was driven into owning what he wished. 

My father thought it utter absurdity. The 
connection was not pleasant to him ; Mrs. 
Deerhurst was always looked on as a design- 
ing widow, who managed to marry off her 
daughters cleverly, and he could believe no 
good of Emily. 

Now Adela always had more power with papa 
than any of us. She had a coaxing way, which 
his stately old-school courtesy never could resist. 
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She used when we were children to beg for 
holidays, and get treats for us ; and even now, 
many a request which we should never have 
dared to utter, she could, with her droll arch 
way, make him think the most sensible thing 
in the world. 

What odd things people can do who have 
lived together like brothers and sisters ! I can 
hardly help laughing when I think of Torwood 
coming disconsolately up from the library, and 
replying, in answer to our vigorous demands, 
that his lordship had some besotted notion past 
all reason. 

Then we pressed him harder — Adela with 
indignation, and I with sympathy — till we 
forced out of him that he had been forbidden 
ever to think or speak again of Emily, and all 
his faith in her laughed to scorn, as delusions 
induced by Mrs. Deerhurst. 

** I'm sure I hope you'll take Ormerod, Adela,'* 
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I remember he ended ; " then at least you would 
be out of the way." 

For Sir Jphn Ormerod*s courtship was an 
evident fact to all the family, as, indeed, 
Adela was heiress enough to be a good deal 
troubled with suitors, though she had hitherto 
managed to make them all keep their dis- 
tance. 

Adela laughed at him for his kind wishes, 
but I could see she meant to plead for him. 
She had her chance, for Sir John Ormerod 
brought matters to a crisis at the next ball ; 
and though she thought, as she said, " she had 
settled- him," he followed it up with her guardian, 
and Adela was invited to a conference in the 
library. 

It happened that as she ran upstairs, all in a 
glow, she came on Torwood at the landing. 
She couldn't help saying in her odd half- 
laughing, half-crying voice — 
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" It will come right, Torwood ; I've made 
terms, Tm out of your way." 

" Not Ormerod !" he exclaimed. 

" Oh ! no, no !" I can hear her dash of scorn 
now, for I was just behind my brother, but 
she went on out of breath — 

"You may go on seeing her, provided you 
don't say a word — ^till — ^till she's been out two 
years." 

"Adela! you queen of girls, how have you 
done it?" he began, but she thrust him aside 
and flew up into my arms ; and when I had 
her in her own room it came out, I hardly 
know how, that she had so shown that she 
cared for no one she had ever seen except my 
father, that they found they did love each 
other; and — and— in short they were going to 
be married." 

Really it seemed much less wonderful then 
than it does in thinking of it afterwards. My 
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father was much handsomer than any young 
man I ever saw, with a hawk nose, a clear 
rosy skin, pure pink and white like a boy's, 
curly little rings of white hair, blue eyes clear 
and bright as the sky, a tall upright soldierly 
figure, and a magnificent stately bearing, courte- 
ous and grand to all, but sweetly tender tp a 
very few, and to her above all. It always had 
been so ever since he had brought her home 
an orphan of -six years old from her mother's 
death-bed at Nice. And he was youthful, 
could ride or hunt all day without so much 
fatigue as either of his sons, and was as fresh 
and eager in all his ways as a lad. 

And she, our pretty darling! I don't think 
Torwood and I in the least felt the incongruity 
of her becoming our step-mother, only that papa 
was making her more entirely his own. 

I am glad we did not mar the sunshine. It 
did not last long. She came home thoroughly 
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unwell from their journey to Switzerland, and 
never got better. By the time the spring had 
come round again, she was lying in the vault 
at Trevorsham, and we were trying to keep poor 
little Alured alive and help my poor father to 
bear it. 

He was stricken to the very heart, and never 
was the same man again. His age seemed to 
come upon him all at once ; and whereas at 
sixty-five he had been like a man ten years 
younger, he suddenly became like one ten 
years older ; and though he never was actually 
ill, he failed from month to month. 

He could not bear the sight or sound of the 
poor baby. Poor Adela had scarcely lived to 
hear it was a boy, and all she had said about 
it was, " Ursula, you'll be his mother." And, 
oh ! I have tried. If love would do it, I think 
he could not be more even to dear Adela ! 

What a frail little life it was! What nights 
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and days we had with him ; doctors saying that 
skill could not do it, but care might ; and 
nurses knowing how to be more effective than 
I could be ; yet while I durst not touch him, 
I could not bear not to see him. And I do 
think I was the first person he begati to 
know. 

Meantime, there was a great, difference in 
Torwood. He had been very much of a big 
boy hitherto. No one but myself could have 
guessed that he cared for much besides a lazy 
kind of enjoyment of all the best and nicest 
things in this world. He did what he was 
told, but in an uninterested sort of way, just 
as if politics and county business, and work 
at the estate, were just as much tasks thrust 
on him as Virgil and Homer had been ; and 
put his spirit into sporting, &c. 

But when he was allowed to think hopefully 
of Emily, it seemed to make a man of him, 
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and he took up all that he had to do, as if it 
really concerned him, and was not only a 
burden laid on him by his father. 

And, as my father became less able to exert 
himself, Torwood came forward more, and was 
something substantial to lean upon. Dear 
fellow! I am sure he did well earn the con- 
sent he gained at last, though not with much 
satisfaction, from papa. 

Emily had grown into great sweetness and 
grace, and Mrs. Deerhurst had gone on very 
well. Of course, people were unkind enough 
to say, it was only because she had such prey 
in view as Lord Torwood ; but, whatever with- 
held her, it is certain that Emily only had the 
most suitable and reasonable pleasures for a 
young lady, and was altogether as nice, and 
gentle, and sensible, as could be desired. There 
never was a bit of acting in her, she was only 
allowed to grow in what seemed natural to 
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her. She was just one of the nice simple girls 
of that day, doing her quiet bit of solid reading, 
and her practice, and her neat little smooth 
pencil drawing from a print, as a kind of duty 
to her accomplishments every day ; and filling 
books with neat up-and-down MS. copies of 
all the poetry that pleased her. Dainty in all 
her ways, timid, submissive, and as it seemed 
to me, colourless. 

But Fulk taught her Wordsworth, who was 
his great passion then, and found her a perfect 
listener to all his Tory hopes, fears, and usages. 

Papa could not help liking her when she 
came to stay with us, after they were engaged, 
at the end of two years. He allowed that, 
away from her mother and all her belongings, 
she would do very^ well ; and she was so 
pretty and sweet in her respectful fear of him — 
I might almost say awe — ^that his graceful, 
chivalrous courtesy woke up again ; and he 
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was beginning absolutely to enjoy her, as she 
became a little more confident and understood 
him better. 

How well I remember that last evening ! I 
was happier than I had been for weeks about 
little Alured : the convulsions had quite gone 
off, the teeth that had caused them were 
through, and he had been laughing and play- 
ing on my lap quite brightly — cooing to his 
mother's miniature in my locket. He was 
such an intelligent little fellow for eighteen 
months ! I came down so glad, and it was so 
pleasant to see Emily, in her white dress, 
leaning over my father while he had gone so 
happily into his old delight of showing his 
prints and engravings ; and Torwood, standing 
by the fire, watching them with the look of 
a conqueror, and Jaquetta — ^like the absurd 
child she loved to be — teasing them with 
ridiculous questions abouf their housekeeping. 
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They were to have Spinney Lawn bought 
for them, just a mile away, and the business 
was in hand. Jaquey was enquiring whether 
there was a parlour for The Cid, Torwood's 
hunter, whom she declared was as dear to him 
as Emily herself Indeed, Emily did go out 
every morning after breakfast to feed him with 
bread. I can see her now on Torwood's arm, 
with big RoUo and little Malta rolling over 
one another after them. 

Then came an afternoon when we had all 
walked to Spinney Lawn, laid out the gardens 
together, and wandered about the empty rooms, 
planning for them. The birds were singing in 
the March sunshine, and the tomtits were calling 
"peter" in the trees, and Jaquetta went racing 
about after the dogs, like a thing of seven years 
old, instead of seventeen. And Torwood was 
cutting out a root of primroses, leaves and all, 
for Emily, when we saw a fly go along the lane, 
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and wondered, with a sort of idle wonder. We 
supposed it must be visitors for the parsonage, 
and so we strolled home, looking for violets by 
the way, and Jaquetta getting shiny studs of. 
celandine. Ah! I remember those glistening 
stars were all closed before we came back 
Well, it must come, so it is silly to linger! 

There stood the fly at the hall-door, and the 

>'■ 

butler met us, saying — 

" There's a person with his lordship, my lord. 
She would not wait till you came in, though 
I told her he saw no one on business without 



you " 

Torwood hastened on before this, expecting 
to see some importunate person bothering my 
father with a petition. What he did see was 
my father leaning back in his chair, with a 
white, confounded, bewildered look, and a 
woman, with a child on her lap, opposite. 
Her back was to the door, and Torwood's 
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first impression was that she was a well-dressed 
impostor threatening him; so he came quickly 
to my father's side, and said — 

" What is it father ? I'm here." 

My poor father put out his hand feebly to 
him, and said — 

"It is all true, Torwood. God forgive me; 
I did not know it!" 

"Know what ?" he asked anxiously. "What 
is it that distresses you, father ? Let me speak 
to this person ^" 

Then she broke out — not loud, not coarsely, 
but very determinately — " No, sir ; you would 
be very glad to suppress me, and my child, and 
my evidence, no doubt ; but the Earl of Trevor-* 
sham has acknowledged the truth of my claim, 
and I will not leave this spot till he has acknow- 
ledged my mother as his only lawful wife, and 
my child, Trevor Lea, as his only lawful 
heir!" 
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Torwood thought her insane and only said 
quietly, as he offered my father his arm, " I 
will talk it over with you presently; Lord 
Trevorsham is not equal to discuss it now." 

" I see what you mean ! " she said quickly. 
" You would like to make me out crazy, but 
Lord Trevorsham knows better. Do not you, 
my father?" she said, with a strong emphasis, 
the more marked, because it was concentrated, 
not loud. 

My poor father was shuddering all over with 
involuntary trembling; but he put Torwood's 
hand away from him, and looked up piteously, 
as if his heart was breaking (as it was) ; but he 
spoke steadily. " It is true. It is true, Torwood. 
I was married to poor Faith, when I was a 
young man, in Canada. They sent me proofs 
that all had perished when the Indians attacked 
the village ; but — " and then he put his hands 
over his face. It must have been dreadful to 



€ 
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see ; but Hester Lea was too much bent on 
her rights to feel a moment's pity ; and she 
spoke on in a hard tone, with her eyes fixed 
on my brother's face. 

"But you failed to discover that she was 
rescued from the Indians; gave birth to me, 
your daughter, Hester ; and only died two 
years ago." 

" You hear ! My boy, my poor boy, forgive 
me ; don't leave me to her," was what my 
poor father had said — ^he who had been so 
strong. 

My brother saw what it all meant now. 
" Never fear that, sir," he said ; " I am your 
son still, any way, you know.". 

"You will do justice to me,'* she began, in 
her fierce tone ; but my brother met it calmly 
with, " Certainly, we will do our best that 
justice should be done. You have brought 
proof?" 
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His quietness overawed her, and she pointed 
to the papers on the table. They were her 
mother's attested narrative, and the certificate 
of her burial. 

My brother read aloud, " The 3rd of Feb- 
ruary, 1836," then he turned to my father and 
said, "You observe, father, the difference this 
may make, if true, is that of putting little 
Alured into the place I have held. My father's 
last marriage was on the 15 th of April, 1836," 
he added to her. He says she quite glared at 
him with mortification, as if he had invented 
poor little Alured on purpose to baffle her ; 
but my father breathed more freely. 

"And is nothing — nothing to be done for 
my child, your own grandson ?" exclaimed 
she, " after these years." 

Torwood silenced her by one of his looks. 
" We only wish to do justice," he said. " If 
it be as you say, you will have a right to a 

D 
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great deal, and it will not be disputed ; but 
you must be aware that a claim made in this 
manner requires investigation, and you can see 
that my father is not in a state for an exciting 
discussion." 

" Your father !" she said, with a bitter tone 
of scorn ; but he took it firmly, though the 
blood seemed to come boiling to his temples. 

" Yes," he said, " my father ! and if you are 
indeed his daughter, you should show some 
pity and filial duty, by not forcing the dis- 
cussion on him while he can so little bear it." 

That staggered her a little, but she said, " I 
do not wish to do him any harm, but I have 
my child's interests to think of. How do I 
know what advantage may be taken against 
him ?" 

Torwood saw my father lying back in the 
chair, trembling, and he dreaded a fit every 
moment. 
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*' I give you my word," he said, " that no 
injustice shall be done you ;" and as she looked 
keenly at him, as if she distrusted him, he 
said, "Yes, you may trust me. I was bred 
an English gentleman, whatever I was born, 
and I promise you never to come between you 
and your rights, when your identity as Lord 
Trevorsham's daughter is fully established. 
Meantime, do you not see that your presence 
is killing him ? Tell me where you may be 
heard of r 

"I shall stay at the Shinglebay Hotel till 
I am secure of the justice I claim," she said. 
"Come, my boy, since your own grandfather 
will not so much as look at you." 

Torwood walked her across the hall. He was 
a little touched by those last words, and felt 
that she might have looked for a daughter's 
reception, so he said in the hall — 

" You must remember this is a very sudden 
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shock to us all. When my father has grown 
accustomed to the idea, no doubt he will wish 
to see you again ; but in his present state of 
health, he must be our first consideration. And 
unprepared as my sisters are, it would be impos- 
sible to ask you to stay in the house." 

She was always a little subdued by my 
brother's manner; I think its courtesy and 
polish almost frightened her, high-spirited, reso- 
lute woman as she was. 

"I understand," she said, with a stiff, cold 
tone. Jaquetta heard the echo of it, and 
wondered. 

" But," he added, " when they understand all, 
and when my father is equal to it, you shall 
be sent for." 

When he went back to the library he found 
my poor father unconscious. It was really 
only fainting then, and he came round with- 
out anyone being called, and he shrank from 
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seeing anyone but Torwood, explaining to 
him most earnestly how, though he was too 
ill himself to go to the place, his brother-officer, 
General Poyntz, had done so for him, and had 
been persuaded that the whole settlement and 
all the inhabitants had been swept off. It was 
such a shock to him that it nearly killed him. 
Poor father! it was grievous to hear him wish 
it had quite done so! 

We only knew that the woman had upset my 
father very much, and that Torwood could not 
leave him. Word was sent us to sit down to 
dinner without them, and Torwood sent for 
some gravy soup and some wine for him. He 
went on talking — sometimes about us, but more 
often about poor Faith, who seemed to have 
come back on him in all the beauty and charm 
of his first love. He seemed to be talking him- 
self feverish, and after a time Torwood thought 
that silence would be better for him ; so he got 
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him to go to bed, and sent good old Blake, the 
butler, who had been his servant in the army, 
to sit in the dressing-room. Blake, it turned 
out, had known all about the old story, so he 
was a safe person. Not that safety mattered 
much. " Lady Hester Lea " — she called herself 
so now, as, indeed, she had every right — ^was 
making it known at Shinglebay. 

So Torwood came out. I was very anxious, 
of course, and had been hovering about on the 
nursery stairs, where I had gone to see whether 
baby was quietly asleep, and I overtook him as 
he was going down-stairs. 

" How is papa .?" I asked. 

I shall never forget the white look of the 
face he raised up to mine as he said, "Poor 
father! Ursula, I can only call the news 
terrible. Will you try to stand up against it 
bravely ? " 

And then he held out his arms and gathered 



ORy URSULAS NARRATIVE, 39 

me into them, and I believe I said, "I can 
bear anything when you do that ! " 

I thought it could only be something about 
Bertram, who had rather a way of getting 
into scrapes, and I said his name ; but just 
as Fulk was setting me at ease on that score, 
Jaquetta, who was on the watch, too, opened 
the door of the green drawing-room, and we 
were obliged to go in. Then, hardly answer- 
ing her and Emily, as they asked after papa, 
he stood straight up in the middle of the rug 
and told us, beginning with — " Ursula, did you 
know that our father had been married as a 
young man in Canada?" 

No. We had never guessed it. 

" He was," my brother went on, " This is 
his daughter." 

"Our sister!" Jaquetta asked. "Where has 
she been all this time .?" 

But I saw there must be more to trouble 
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him, and then it came. " I cannot tell. My 
father had every reason to believe that — she 
— ^his first wife — ^had been killed in a massacre 
by the Red Indians ; but if what this person 
says is true, she only died two years ago. 
But it was in all good faith that he married 
our mother. He had taken all means to 
discover " 

Even then we did not perceive what this 
involved. I felt stunned and numbed chiefly 
from seeing the great shock it had been to my 
father and to him ; but poor little Jaquetta and 
Emily were altogether puzzled ; and Jaquetta 
said, " But is this sister of ours such a very 
disagreeable person, Torwood ? Why didn't 
you bring her in and show her to us ? " 

Then he exclaimed, almost angrily at her 
simplicity, " Good heavens ! girls, don't you see 
what it all means } If this is true, I am not 
Torwood. We are nothing — nobody — nameless." 
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He turned to the fire, put both elbows on 
the mantelshelf, and hid his face in his hands. 
Emily sprang up, and tried to draw down his 
arm ; and she did, but he only used it to put 
her from him, hold her off at arm's length, 
and look at her — oh! with such a tender face 
of firm sorrow ! 

" Ah ! Emily," he said ; *' you too ! It has 
been all on false pretences ! That will have to 
be all over now." 

Then Emily's great brown eyes grew bigger 
with wonder and dismay. 

" False pretences !" she cried, " what false 
pretences.? Not that you cared for me, Torwood." 

" Not that I cared for you," he said, with a 
suppressed tone that made his voice so deep! 
" Not that / cared, but that Lord Torwood did 
— ^Torwood is the baby upstairs." 

" But it is you-^you — you — Fulk!" said Emily, 
trying to creep and sidle up to him, white doe 
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fashion. I believe nobody had ever called him 
by his Christian name before, and it made it 
sweeter to him, but still he did not give in. 

"Ah! that's all very well," he said, and his 
voice was softer then, " but what would your 
mother say.?" 

" The same as I do," said Emily, undauntedly. 
** How should it change one's feelings one bit," 
and she almost cried at being held back. 

He did let her nestle up to him then, but with 
a sad sort of smile. " My child, my darling," 
he said, " I ought not to allow this ! It will only 
be the worse after ! " 

But just then a servant's step made them start 
back, and a message came and brought word 
that Mr. Blake would be glad if Lord Torwood 
would step up. 

Yes, my poor father was wandering in his 
speech, and very feverish, mixing up Adela 
and Faith Le Blanc strangely together some- 
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times, and at others fancying he was lying ill 
with his wound, and sending messages to Faith. 
We sent for the doctor, but he could not 
do anything really. It had been a death-blow, 
though the illness lasted a full week. He knew 
us generally, and liked to see us, but he always 
had the sense that something dreadful had 
happened to us ; and he would stroke my hand 
or Jaquetta's, and pity us. He was haunted, 
too, by the sense that he ought to do some- 
thing for us which he could not do. We 
thought he meant to make a will, securing us 
something, but he was never in a condition in 
which my brother would have felt justified in 
getting him to sign it. Indeed there was so 
little disease about him, and we thought he 
would get better, if only we could keep him 
free from distress and excitement ; so we made 
his room as quiet as possible, and discouraged 
his talking or thinking. 
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Lady Hester came every day. My brother 
had sent for Mr. Eagles, our solicitor, to meet 
her the first time, and look at her papers. 

He said he could not deny that it looked 
very bad for us. Of the original marriage 
there was no doubt; indeed, my father had 
told Torwood where to find the certificate 
of it, folded up in the secret drawer of his 
desk, with his commission in the army; and 
the register of Faith's burial was only too 
plain. The only chance there was for us was, 
that her identity could not be established ; but 
Mr. Eagles did not think it would go off on 
this. The whole of her life seemed to be 
traceable ; besides, there was something about 
Hester that forbade all suspicion of her being 
a conscious impostor. Whether she would be 
able to prove herself my father's daughter was 
another more doubtful point. That, however, 
made no difference, except as to her own rank 
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and fortune. If the first wife were proved to 
have been alive till 1836, then little Alured 
was the only true heir to the title and estate, 
and, next after him, stood Hester Lea and 
her son. 

People said she was like the family ; I never 
could see it, and always thought the likeness 
due to their imagination. She took one by 
surprise. She was a tall, well-made woman, 
with a narrow waist, and a proud, peculiarly 
upright bearing, though quick, almost sharp in 
all her movements, and especially with her eyes. 
Those eyes, I confess, always startled me. They 
were clear, bright blue, well opened eyes — 
honest eyes one would have called them — only 
they appeared to be always searching about, and 
darting at one when one least expected it. The 
red and white of the face too always had a clear 
hard look, like the eyes ; the teeth projected a 
little, and were so very, very white, that they 
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always seemed to me to flash like the eyes ; and 

if ever she smiled, it was as much as to say, 

" I don't believe you." Her nose had an amount 

of hook, too, that always gave me the feeling of 

having a wild hawk in the room with me. 

Jaquetta used to call her a panther of the 

wilderness, but to my mind there was none of 

the purring cattish tenderness of the panther. 

However, that might be only because she viewed 

us as her natural enemies, and was always on 

her guard against us, though I do not well know 
why ; I am sure we only wanted to know the 

truth and do justice, and Fulk was so convinced 

that she would prove her case, and that there 

was no help for it, that at the end of hearing 

Mr. Eagles question her, he said, "Well, the 

matter must be tried in due time, but since 

we are brothers and sisters, let us be friendly," 

and he held out his hand to her. Mr. Eagles, 

who told me, said he could have beaten him 
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for the imprudent admission, only he did look 
so generous and sweet and sad ; and Lady 
Hester drew herself up doubtfully and proudly, 
as if she could hardly bear to own such a 
brother, but she did take his hand, coldly 
though, and saying, " Let me see my father." 

He was obliged to tell her that this was 
impossible. I doubt whether she ever believed 
him — at least she used to gaze at him with 
her determined eyes, as if she meant to abash 
him out of falsehood, and she sharply questioned 
every one about Lord Trevorsham's state. 

The determination to be friendly made my 
brother offer to take her to us. She consented, 
but not very readily, and I am afraid we were 
needlessly cold and dry ; but we were taken 
by surprise when my brother brought her into 
the sitting-room. It was not very easy to 

■ 

welcome the woman who was going to turn 
us all out, and under such a stigma; and she 
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— she could hardly be expected to look com- 
placently at the interlopers who had her place, 
and the title she had a right to. 

She put us through her hard catechism about 
my dear father's state, and said at last that she 
should like to see Lord Torwood. 

Taken by surprise, we looked and signed 
towards him whom that name had always 
meant. He smiled a little and said, "Little 
Alured! But, remember, I am bound to con- 
cede nothing till judicial minds are convinced. 
The parties concerned cannot judge. Can you 
venture to have Baby down, Ursula ? " 

No, I did not venture. I thought it might 
have been averted ; but I was only obliged to 
take her up to the nurseries. On the way up 
she asked which way my father's room lay. I 
answered, "Oh ! across there ;" I did not know 
if she might not make a dash at it. 

I think she must have heard at Shinglebay 
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how delicate poor little Alured was, and thence 
gathered hopes of the succession for her boy, 
for she asked her sharp questions about his 
health all the way up, and knew that he had 
had fits. I could not put her down as one 
generally can inquisitive people. I suppose 
it was because she was more sensible of the 
difference in our real positions than I have as 
yet felt. 

Baby was asleep ; and I think she was 
touched by the actual sight of him. She said 
he was very like her boy ; and though I sup- 
posed that a mere assertion at the time, it 
was quite true. Alured and Trevor Lea have 
always been remarkably alike. However, she 
cross-examined Nurse about his health even 
more minutely, and then took her leave ; but 
she came again every day, walking after the 
first, as long as my dear father lived. 

And she must have talked, for there came 

£ 
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a kind of feeling over everyone, as well as 
ourselves, that something was hanging over 
us, of which the issue would be known when 
my father's illness took some turn. 

Mr, Decies came every day to inquire, but 
I could not bear a strange eye, and Hester 
might have been looking on. I was steeling 
myself against him. Was I right 1 — oh ! was 
I right ? I have wondered and grieved ! For I 
knew well enough what he had been thinking of 
for months before ; only I did not want it to 
come to a point. How was I to leave little 
Alured to Jaquetta? or disturb my father by 
breaking up his home? I liked him on the 
whole, and had come the length of thinking 

that if I ever married at all, it would be 

But that's all nonsense ; and mine could not 
have been what other people's love was, or I 
should not have shrunk from the sight and 
look of him. If it had been only poverty 
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that was coming, it would have been a dif- 
ferent thing ; but to be nameless impostors ! 

Mrs. Deerhurst had gone out on a round of 
visits, when Emily came to us, taking her 
younger daughter. They were not a very 
letter-writing family. It is odd how some 
people's pen is a real outlet of expression ; 
while others seem to lack the nerve that 
might convey their thoughts to it, even when 
they live in more sympathy than Emily could 
well have had with her mother. 

At least, so I understand, what afterwards 
we wondered at, that Emily never mentioned 
Hester ; only saying, when, after some days 
she did write, that Lord Trevorsham was ill. 

So Fulk had the one comfort of being with 
her when he was out of the sick room. I 
used to see them from the window walking up 
and down the terrace in the blue east wind haze 
of those March days, never that I could see 
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speaking. I don't think my brother would have 
felt it honourable to tie one additional link 
between himself and her. He had not a doubt 
as to how her mother would act, but to be 
in her dear little affectionate presence was a 
better help than we could give him, even though 
nothing passed between them. 

Jaquetta used to wonder at them, and then 
try to go on the same as usual ; and would 
wander about the garden and park with her 
dogs, and bring us in little anecdotes, and do 
all the laughing over them herself. Poor 
child ! she felt as if she were in a bad dream, 
and these were efforts to shake it off, and 
wake herself. 

After all, nothing was ever so bad as those 
ten days ! But, my brother always said he 
was thankful for the respite and time for 
thought which they gave him. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

THE PEERAGE CASE. 

The end came suddenly at last, when we were 
thinking my dear father more tranquil. He 
passed away in sleep late one evening, just ten 
days after Hester's arrival. She had gone back 
to her lodgings, and we did not send to tell 
her till the morning ; but by nine o'clock she 
was in the house. 

We had crept down to breakfast, Jaquetta 
and I, feeling very dreary in the half-light, 
and as if desolation had suddenly come on 
us ; and when we heard her fly drive 
up to the door, Jaquetta cried out almost 
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angrily, "Torwood, how could you!" and 
we would have run away, but he said, 
"Stay, dear girls; it is better to have it 
over." 

As she came in he rang the bell as if for 
family prayers, and she had only asked one or 
two questions, which he answered shortly, when 
all the servants came in, some crying sadly. 
Fulk read a Very few prayers — as much as 
he had voice for, and then, as all stood up, 
he had to clear his voice, but he spoke firmly 
enough. 

" It is right that you all should know that a 
grave doubt has arisen as to my position here* 
Lord Trevorsham had every reason to believe 
his first wife had perished by the hands of the 
Red Indians long before he married my mother* 
What he did was done in entire ignorance — no 
breath of blame must light on him. This lady 
alleges that she can produce proofs that she is 
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his daughter, and that her mother only died in 
February, '36. If these proofs be considered 
satisfactory by a committee of the House of 
Lords, then she and Alured Torwood Trevor 
will be shown to be his only legitimate children. 
I shall place the matter in the right hands as 
soon as possible — that is " (for she was glaring 
at him), " as soon as the funeral is over. Until 
that decision is made I request that no one will 
call me by the title of him who is gone ; but I 
shall remain here to take care of my little 
brother, whose guardian my father wished me 
to be; and for the present, at least, I shall 
make no change in the establishment.'* 
■ I think everyone held their breath : there was 
a great stillness over all — a sort of hush of awe 
— and then some of the maids began sobbing, 
and the butler tried to say something, but he 
quite broke down ; and just then a troubled 
voice cried out — 
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"Torwood, Torwood, what is this?" 

And there we saw Bertram in the midst of 
us, with the haggard look of a man who had 
travelled all night, and a dismayed air that I 
can never forget. 

He had been quartered at Belfast, and we 
had written to him the day after my father's 
illness, to summon him home, but there were 
no telegraphs nor railways ; and there had 
been some hindrance about his leave, so that it 
had taken all that length of time to bring him. 
Fulk had left all to be told on his arrival. He 
had come by the mail-coach, and walked up 
from the Trevorsham Arms, where he had 
been told of our father's death ; and so had 
let himself in noiselessly, and was standing in 
the dining-room door, hearing all that Fulk 
said! 

Poor fellow ! Jaquetta flung herself on him, 
hiding her face against him, while the servants 
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went, and before any one else could speak, 
Hester stood forth, and said, to our amaze- 
ment 

"Captain Trevor! You know me. You 
can and must bear me witness, and do me 
justice '^ 

"You! I have seen you before — but — 
where ? I beg your pardon," he said, bewil- 
dered. 

"You remember Sault St. Pierre farm?" 
she said. 

"Sault St. Pierre! What.? You are 
Mrs. Lea! Good heavens! Where is your 
mother?" 

"My mother is dead, sir. You were the 
first person who made known to her that her 
husband, my father, was not dead, but had 
taken — or pretended to take — an English 
woman for his wife." 

"Wait!" thundered Fulk, "whatever my 
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father did was ignorantly and honourably 
done!'' 

Bertram was as pale as death, and looked 
from one of us to the other, and at last, he 
gasped out 

"And that — ^was what she meant ?" 

"There, sir," said Hester, turning to Tor- 
wood, "You see your brother cannot deny 
it ! You will not refuse justice to me, and 
my son." 

I fancy she expected that the house was 
to be given up to her, and that we were only 
to remain there on her sufferance, perhaps till 
after the funeral. 

My brother spoke, "Justice will no doubt be 
done ; but the question does not lie between 
you and me, but between me and Alured. It 
IS, as I said, a peerage question — and will 
be decided by the peers. Incidentally, that 
enquiry will prove what is your position 
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and rank, as well as "what may or may not 
be ours. Any further points depend upon my 
father's will, and that will be in the hands of 
Mr. Eagles. I think you can see that it 
would be impossible, as well as unfeeling, to 
take any steps until after the funeral." 

Whatever Hester Lea was, she was a high- 
spirited being, standing there, a solitary 
woman, a stranger, with all of us four, and 
one whole household, as it must have seemed^ 
against her. I was outraged and shocked at 
her defiance at the time, but when, some 
time after, I re-read King John, I saw 
that there was something of Constance in 
her. 

"That may be," she answered, "but when 
my child's interests are at stake, I cannot 
haggle over conventionalities and proprieties. 
I am the Earl of Trevorsham's only legitimate 
daughter, and I claim my right to remain in 
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his house, and to take charge of my infant 
brother." 

A sign from Fulk stopped me, as I was going 
to scream at this. 

" Remember," he said, " your identity has 
yet to be proved." 

"Your brother there must needs witness. 
He has done so." 

"What do you witness to, Bertram?" asked 
Fulk. 

"I do not know; I cannot' understand," said 
Bertram. " I saw this person in a farm in 
Lower Canada, and there was an old lady who 
seemed to have known my father, and was 
very much amazed to find he was not killed 
in 1814. 1 did not hear her name, nor know 
whose mother she was, nor anything about her, 
nor what this dreadful business means." 

" At any rate," said Fulk to her, " your claim 
to remain in the house must depend on the 
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legal proof of the fact. My father's first mar- 
riage is undoubted, but absolute legal certainty 
that you are the child of that marriage alone 
can entitle you to take rank as his daughter ; 
and, therefore, I am not compelled to admit 
your claim to remain here, though if you will 
refrain from renewing this discussion till after 
the funeral, I will not ask you to leave the 
house." 

" I do not recognize your right to ask or not 
to ask," she said, undauntedly. 

"I am either Lord Trevorsham's rightful 
heir — and it is not yet shown that I am 
not — or else I am the guardian he ap- 
pointed for his son. I know this to be so, 
and Mr. Eagles, who will soon be here, will 
show it to you in the will if you wish it. 
Therefore, until the decision is made, when, 
if it goes against me, the child will no 
doubt be made a ward in Chancery, I 
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am the person responsible for him and his 
property." 

"I have no doubt you will take advantage 
of me and of every quibble against me ;" and 
there at last she began to break down ; " but 
if there is justice in heaven or earth my child 
shall have it, though you and all were leagued 
against him." 

And there she began to sob. And those 
brothers of mine, they actually grew com- 
passionate ; they ran after wine ; they called 
us to bring salts, and help her, Emily 
shuddered, and put her hands behind her \ 
but Jaquetta actually ran up to the woman, 
and coaxed her and comforted her, when I 
had rather have coaxed a tigress. 

But I had to go to the table and pour out 
tea and give it to her with all the rest. I 
don't know how we got through that break- 
fast. But we did, and then I made the house- 
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keeper put her into the very best rooms. Any- 
thing if she would only stay there out of the way. 

When I came back, I found Fulk explain- 
ing why he had spoken at once, and he said 
he felt that she would have no scruples about 
taking the initiative, and that everyone would 
be having surmises. 

Poor Bertram was even more cut up than 
we were. It came more suddenly, and he felt 
as if it was all his doing. He had no hope, and 
he took all ours away. There had been some- 
thing in the old woman that impressed him 
as genuine, and he had no doubt that 
she had known and loved our father. Nay, 
no one could suspect Hester of not believ- 
ing in her own story ; the only question was 
whether the links of evidence could be sub- 
stantiated. 

The next thing that happened — I can*t tell 
which day it was — was Mrs. Deerhurst's 
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coming, professing to be dreadfully shocked 
and overcome by my father's death, to take 
away Emily. She must be so much in our 
way. I, who saw her first, answered only by 
begging to keep her — our great comfort and 
the one thing that cheered and upheld my 
brother. 

Mrs. Deerhurst looked keenly at me ; and 
I began to wonder what she knew, but just 
then came Fulk into the room, with his calm, 
set, determined face. I knew he would rather 
speak without me, so I went away, and only 
knew what he could bear to tell me after- 
wards. 

Mrs. Deerhurst had been a great deal kinder 
than he expected. No doubt she would not 
break the thing off while there was a shred 
of hope that he was an earl ; but he could 
not drive her to allow, in so many words, 
that it must depend upon that. 



OR, URSULAS NARRATIVE, 65 

He had quite made up his mind that it was 
not right to enjoy Emil/s presence and the 
comfort it gave him, unless he was secure of 
Mrs. Deerhurst's permitting the engagement 
under his pos3ible circumstances. 

I believe he flattered himself she would, and 
let her deceive him with thinking so, instead 
of, as we all did, seeing that what she wanted 
was to secure the credit of being constant 
and disinterested in case he retained his posi- 
tion. So, although she took Emily home, 
she left him cheered and hopeful, admiring 
her, and believing that she so regarded her 
daughter's happiness that, if he had enough to 
support her, she would overlook the loss of 
rank and title. He went on half the evening 
talking about what a remarkable woman Mrs. 
Deerhurst was ; and, at any rate, it cheered 
him up through those worst days. 

Our Lupton uncles came, and were fright- 
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fully shocked and incredulous; at least, Uncle 
George was. Uncle Lupton himself remem- 
bered something of my father having told him 
of a former affair in America. 

They would not let Jaquetta and me go to 
the funeral ; and they were wise, for Hester 
thrust herself in — ^but it is of no use to think 
about that. Indeed, there is not much to tell 
about that time, and I need not go into the 
investigation. It was all taken out of our 
hands, as niy brother had said. Perrault came 
over from Canada, and brought his witnesses, 
but not Joel Lea. He had nothing to prove, 
had conscientious scruples about appearing in 
an English court of justice, and still hoped it 
would all come to nothing. 

We stayed on at the London house — ^the 
lawyers said we ought, and that possession was 
"nine-tenths," &c. Besides, we wanted advice 
for Baby, who had been worse of late. 
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The end of it was that it went against us. 
Faith's marriage, her identity, and Hester's, 
were proved beyond all doubt, and little 
Alured was served Earl of Trevorsham. Poor 
child, how ill he was just then ! It was de- 
clared water on the brain ! I could hardly 
think about anything else ; but they all said 
it seemed like a mockery, and that he would 
not bear the title a week. And then Lady 
Hester would have been, not Countess of Tre- 
vorsham, but Viscountess Torwood, and at 
any rate she halved the personal property : 
all that had been meant for us. 

For we already knew that there was nothing 
in the will that could do us any good. All 
depended on my mother's marriage settlements, 
and as the marriage was invalid they were so 
much waste paper. 

My uncles, to whom my poor mother's 
fortune reverted, would not touch it, and 
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gave every bit back to us ; but it was only 
;^io,ocx), and what was that among the four 
of us ? 

I was in a sort of maze all the time, think- 
ing of very little beyond dear little Alured*s 
struggle for life, and living upon his little faint 
smiles when he was a shade better. 

Jaquetta has told me more of what passed 
than I heeded at the time. 

Our brothers decided not to retain the Trevor 
name, to which we had no right ; but they had 
both been christened Torwood, after an old 
family custom, and they thought it best to use 
this still as a surname. 

Bertram felt the shame, as he wotdd call it, 
the most; but Fulk held up his head more. 
He said where there was no sin there was no 
shame ; and that to treat ourselves as under a 
blot of disgrace was insulting our parents, who 
had been mistaken, but not guilty. 
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Bertram was determined against returning to 
his regiment, and it would have been really 
too expensive. His plan was to keep together, 
and lay out our capital upon a piece of ground 
in New Zealand, which was beginning to be 
settled. 

Jaquetta was always ready to be delighted. 
Dear child, her head was full of log huts 
and Robinson Crusoe life, and cows to milk 
herself; and I really think she would have 
liked to go ashore in the Swiss family's eight 
tubs! 

The thorough change, after all the sorrow, 
seemed delicious to her! I heard her and 
Bertram laughing down below, and wondered 
if they got the length of settling what dogs 
they would take out! 

And Fulk ! He really had almost persuaded 
himself that Emily would go with us ; or at the 
very worst, would wait till he had achieved 
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prosperity and could come home and fetch 
her. 

Mrs. Deerhurst had declared that waiting 
for the decision was so bad for her nerves, 
that she must take her to Paris ; and actually 
our dear old stupid fellow had not perceived 
what that meant, for the woman had let him 
part tenderly with Emily in London, with 
promises of writing, &c., the instant the case 
was decided. It passed his powers to suppose 
she could expose her daughter's heart to such 
a wreck. So he held up, cheerful and hope- 
ful, thinking what a treasure of constancy he 
had ! And when they had built their castle 
in New Zealand, they sent up Jaquey to call 
me to share it with them. Baby was asleep, 
and I went down ; but when I heard the plan 
— it was cross to be so unsympathizing, but 
I did feel hurt and angry at their forgetting 
him ; and I said, " I shall never leave Alured." 
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" Ursula ! you could not stay by yourself," 
said Jaquey. And Bertram, who had hardly 
ever seen him, and could not care for him 
said it was nonsense, and even if there were 
a chance of the child living, I could not be 
left behind. 

* 

I was wrought up, and broke out that he 
would and should live, and that I would come 
as a stranger, a nursery governess, and watch 
over him, and never abandon him to Hester. 

" Never fear, Ursula," said Fulk, " if he lives, 
he will be in safe hands." 

" Safe hands ! What are safe hands for a 
child like that! Hester's, who only wishes 
him out of her way ?" 

" For shame ! " the others said, and I 
answered that, of course, I did not think 
Hester meant ill by him, but that, where 
the doctors had said only love and care 
could save him — no care was safe where he 
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was not loved ; and I cried very, very bitterly, 
more than I had done even for my father, or ' 
for anything else before ; and I fell into a 
storm of passion, at the cruelty of leaving 
the poor little thing, whom his dying mother 
had trusted to me, and declared I would never, 
never do it. 

I was right in the main, it seems to me, 
but unjust and naughty in the way I did it ; 
and when Fulk, with some hesitation, began 
to talk of my not being asked to go just 
yet — not while the child lived — I turned round 
in a really violent, naughty fit, with — "You 
too, Fulk, I thought you loved your little 
brother better than that ? You only want to 
be rid of him, and leave him to Hester, and 
he will die in her hands." 

Fulk began to. say that the Court of Chancery 
never gave the custody to the next heir. 
But I rushed away again to the nursery, 
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and sat there, devising plans of disguising 
myself in a close cap and blue spectacles, 
and coming to offer myself as Lord Trevor- 
sham's governess. 

The child had no relations whatever on his 
mother's side, and though, if he had been 
healthy, nurses and tutors might have taken 
care of this baby lordship, even that would 
have been sad enough; and for the feeble little 
creature, whose life hung on a thread, how 
was it to be thought of? I fully made up 
my mind to stay, even if they all went I told 
Jaquetta, so — in my vehemence dashed all her 
bright anticipation, and sent her again in tears 
to bed. I wish unhappiness would not make 
one so naughty! 

The next day poor Fulk was struck down. 
A letter came from Mrs. Deerhurst to break 
off* the engagement, and a great parcel con- 
taining all the things he had given Emily. 
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She must have packed them up before leaving 
England, while she was still flattering him. 
Not a word nor a line was there from Emily 
herself! — only a supplication from the mother 
that he would not rend her child's heart by 
persisting — just as if she had not encouraged 
him to go on all this time ! 

Nothing would serve him but that he must 
dash over to Paris, to see her and Emily. 

Railroads were not, and it was a ten days* 
affair at the shortest ; and, with all our pros- 
pects doubtful and Alured still so ill, it was 
very trying. How Bertram did rave at the. 
folly and futility of the expedition ! but one 
comfort was, that Alured was a ward of 
Chancery, and, in the vast kindness and com- 
miseration everyone bestowed upon us, no one 
tried to hurry us or turn us out. 

Hester used to come continually to inquire 
after her brother, and there was something in 
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her way that always made me shudder when 
she asked after him. I knew she could not wish 
for his life, and gloated over all the reports 
she could collect of his weakness. I felt more 
and more horror of her; God forgive me for 
not having tried not to hate her. I sometimes 
doubt whether my dread and distrust were not 
visible, and may not have put it into her 
head. 

And then came Mr. Decies, again and again. 
He was faithful — I see it now. He cared not 
if I had neither name nor fortune ; he held 
fast to his proposals. And I ? Oh, I was 
absorbed — I was universally defiant — I did not 
do him justice in the bitterness I did not realise. 
I thought he was constant only out of honour 
and pity, and I did not choose to open my heart 
to understand his pleadings or accept them as 
earnest — I was harsh. Oh, how little one knows 
what one is doing ! Too proud to be grateful 
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— tliat was actually my case. I was enamoured 
of the blue-spectacle plan ; I had romances of 
watching Alured day and night, and pouring 
away dangerous draughts. The very fancy, I 
see now, was playing with edged tools ; I feel 
as if my imagination had put the possibility 
into the very air. 

Once indeed — when Jaquetta had been 
telling me she did not understand my unkind- 
ness ; and observed that, even for Alured's 
sake, she could not see why I did not accept — 
I did begin to regard him as a possible pro- 
tector for the boy. But no ; the blue spectacles 
would be the more assiduous guardian, said 
my foolish fancy. 

Before I had thought it over into sense or 
reason, Fulk came back from Paris. He had 
not been really crushed till now. He was 
white, and silent, and resolute, and very gentle ; 
all excitement of manner gone. He did not 
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say one word, but we knew it was all over 
with him, and that he could not have had 
one scrap of comfort or hope. 

Nor had he, though even to me he told 
nothing, till we were together in the dark 
one evening, much later. He did insist upon 
seeing Emily ; but her mother would not leave 
her, or take her eyes off her, and the timid 
thing did nothing but sob and cry, in utter 
helplessness and shame, and never even gave 
him a* look. 

It was not the being neglected and cast off 
that he felt as such a wrong, to both him- 
self and Emily, but the being drawn on with 
false hopes and promises to expect that she 
was to belong to him, after all ; and he was 
cruelly disappointed that Emily had not 
energy to cling to him — ^he had made so sure 
of her. 

Bertram and Jaquetta had expected all along 
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that he would be the more eager to be off to 
the Antipodes when everything was swept 
away from him here, and he did sit after 
dinner talking it over in a business-like way, 
while Bertram gave him all the information he 
had been collecting in his absence. 

I would not listen. I was determined against 
going away from my charge ; I had rather have 
been his housemaid than have left him to 
Hester, and I must have looked like a stone 
as I got up, and left them to their talk while 
I went back to the boy.. 

I heard Bertram say while I was lighting 
my candle, " Poor Ursula ! she will not see 
it. Hart told me to-day that the child is dying 
— ^would hardly get through the night." 

Now I had been thinking all the afternoon 
that he was better, and I had gone down to 
dinner cheered. I turned into the doorway, 
and told Fulk to come and see. 
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He did come. There was Alured, lying, as 
he had lain all day, upon his nurse's knees, 
with her arm under his head. He had not 
moaned for a long time, and I had left him 
in a more comfortable sleep. He opened his 
eyes as we came in, held out his hands more 
strongly than we thought he could have done, 
quite smiled — such an intelligent smile — and 
said, "Tor — Tor — ," which was what he had 
always called his brother, making his gesture 
to go to him. 

The tears came into Fulk's eyes, though 
he smiled back and spoke in his sweet, 
strong voice, and held out his arms, while 
we told him he had better sit down. Poor 
nurse ! she must have been glad enough — she 
had held him all that live-long day ! And he 
was quite eager to go to his brother, and 
smiled up and cooed out, "Tor — Tor," again, 
as he felt himself on the strong arm. 
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Fulk bade nurse go and lie down, and he 
would hold him. And so he did. I fed the 
child, as I had done at intervals all day ; and 
he sometimes slept, sometimes woke and mur- 
mured or cooed a little, and Fulk scarcely 
spoke or stirred, hour after hour. He had 
been travelling day and night, but, strange to 
say, that enforced calm — that tender stillness 
and watching, was better for him than rest. 
He would only have tossed about awake, if 
he had gone to bed after a discussion with 
Bertram, 

But in the morning Dr. Hart came, quite 
surprised to find the child alive ; and when he 
looked at him and felt his pulse, he said, 
"You have saved him for this time, at least." 

(Everybody was lavish of pronouns, and 
chary of proper names. Nobody knew what 
to call anybody.) 

His little lordship was able to be laid in his 
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cot, and Fulk, almost blind now with sheer 
sleep, stumbled off to his room, threw himself 
on his bed, and slept for seven hours in his 
clothes without so much as moving. He con- 
fessed that he had never had such unbroken, 
dreamless sleep since he had first seen Hester 
Lea's face. 



That little murmur of " Tor — Tor " had 

settled all our fates. I don't think he had 

realised before how love was the one thing 

that the child's life hung upon, and that the 
boy himself must have that love and trust. 

Then, too, when he had waked and dressed and 

come down, the first person he met was Hester, 

with her hard, glittering eyes, trying to condole, 

and not able to hide how the exulting look 

went out of her face on hearing that the Earl 

(as she chose to term him) was better. 

She supposed some arrangement would soon 

be made, and Fulk said he should see the 
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lawyers at once about it, and arrange for the 
personal guardianship of Lord Trevorsham. 

" Of course I am the only proper person 
while he lives, poor child," she said. 

I broke in with, "The next heir is never 
allowed the custody." 

I wish I had not. She hastily and proudly 
said " What do you mean ? " and Fulk 
quickly added that " the Lord Chancellor 
would decide." 

The next day he went out, and on returning 
came up to me in the nursery, and called me 
into the study. 

" Ursula," he said, " I find that, considering 
the circumstances, there will be no objection 
made to our retaining the personal charge of 
our little brother. Everyone is very kind. 
Ours is not a common case of illegitimacy, 
and my father's well-known express wishes 
will be allowed to prevail." 



OR, URSULAS NARRATIVE, 83 

" And your character," I could not help 
saying ; and he owned that it did go for some- 
thing, that he was known to everybody, and 
had some standing of his own, apart from the 
rank he had lost. 

Then he went on to say that this would of 
course put an end to the emigration plan, so 
far as he was concerned. No doubt in the 
restless desire of change coming after such a 
fall and disappointment it was a great sacrifice ; 
but as he said, " There did not seem anything 
left for him in life but just to try to do what 
seemed most like one's duty." And then he 
said it did not seem a worthy thing to do 
nothing, but just exist on a confined income, 
and the only thing he did know anything 
about, and was not too old to learn, was 
farming, and managing an estate. 

Trevorsham would want an agent, for old 
Hall was so old, that my brother had really 
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done all his work for a year or two past ; and 
he had felt his way enough to know he could 
get appointed to the agency, if he chose. The 
house was to be let, but there was a farm to 
be had about two miles off, with a good house, 
and he thought of taking it, and stocking it, 
and turning regular farmer on his own account ; 
while looking after the property, and bringing 
Alured up among his own people and interests. 

Bertram did not like this at all. "Among 
all our old friends and acquaintance ? Impos- 
sible ! unbearable!" he said. 

But Fulk*s answer, was — "Better so! If 
we went to a strange place, and tried to 
conceal it, it would always be oozir\g out, 
and be supposed disgraceful. If my sisters 

can bear it, I had rather confront it straight- 
forwardly " 

"And be pitied'' — said Bertram, with such 
a contemptuous tone. 
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Nobody, however, thought it would be ad- 
visable for him to give up the New Zealand 
plan, nor did he ever mean it for a moment ; 
indeed, he declared that he should go and 
prepare for us ; for that we should very soon 
get tired of Skimping's Farm, and come out 
to him ; meaning, of course, that our dear 
charge would be over. 

He even wanted Jaquetta to come with him 
at once, and the log huts and fern trees 
danced before her eyes as the blue spectacles 
had done before mine ; but she did not like to 
leave me, and Fulk would not encourage it, 
for we both thought her much too young and 
too tenderly brought up to be sent out to a 
wild settler's life alone with Bertram, and with- 
out a friend near. 

To be farmers' sisters where we had been 
the Earl's daughters — well, I had much rather 
the7i that it had been somewhere else; but I 
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saw it was best for Baby and still more so for 
Fulk, and dear little Jaquey held fast to me 
and to him, and so it was settled ! 

Our friends and relatives had much rather 
we had all emigrated. They did not know 
what to do with us, and would have been glad 
to have had us all out of sight for ever, 
" damaged goods shipped off to the colonies.'* 
We felt this and it heartened us up to stay, 
out of the spirit of opposition. 

Old Aunt Amelia, who fussed and cried over 
us, and our two uncles, who gave us good 
advice by the yard ! Alas ! I fear we were 
equally ungrateful to them, both cold and 
impatient. No, we did not bear it really 
well, though they said we did. We had plenty 
of pride and self-respect, and that carried us 
on ; but there was no submission, no notion of 
taking it religiously. I don't mean that we 
did not go to church, and in the main try to 
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do right Any one more upright than my 
brother it would have been hard to find ; but 
as to any notion that religious feeling could 
help us, and that our reverse might be blessed 
to us, that would have seemed a very strange 
language indeed ! 

And so we were hard, we would bear no 
sympathy but from one another, and even 
among ourselves we never gave way. 

People admired us, I fancy, but were alien- 
ated and disappointed, and we were quite 
willing then to have it so. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

skimping's farm. 

Skimping's Farm was the unlucky name of 
the place, and Fulk would allow of no modifi- 
cation — ^his resolution was to accept it all 
■entirely. Now I love no spot on earth so 
well. It was very different then. 

The farm-house lay on the slope of the hill, 
in the parish of Trevorsham, but with the park 
lying between it and the main village. The 

ground sloped sharply down to the little river, 
which, about two miles lower down, blends 
with the Avon, being, in fact, a creek out of 
Shinglebay. Beneath the house the stream is 
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clear and rocky, but then comes a flat of salt 
marsh, excellent for cattle ; and then, again, the 
river becomes tidal, and reaches at high water to 
the steep banks, sometimes covered with wood,, 
sometimes with pasture or com. 

Then under the little promontory comes the 
hamlet of fisherfolk at Quay Trevor ; and then 
the coast sweeps away to Shinglebay town, as 
anyone may see by the map. 

Ours is an old farm, and had an orchard of 
old apple-trees sloping down to the river — as. 
also did the home field, only divided by a low 
stone wall from the little strip of flower-garden 
before the house, which in those days had 
nothing in it but two tamarisks, a tea-tree, and 
a rose with lovely buds and flowers that always 
had green hearts. 

There was a good-sized kitchen-garden be- 
hind, and the farm-yard was at the side by 
the back door. The house is old and there- 
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fore was handsome outside, even then, but the 
chief of the lower story was comprised in one 
big room, a '* keeping-room," as it was called, 
with an open chimney, screened by a settle, 
and with a long polished table, with a bench 
on either side. Into this room the front porch — 
a deep one, with seats — opened. At one end 
was a charming little sitting-room, parted off; 
at the other, the real kitchen for cooking, and 
the dairy and all the rest of the farm offices. 

Up-stairs — the stairs are dark oak, and come 
down at one end of the big kitchen — there is 
one beautiful large room, made the larger by 
a grand oriel window under the gable, one 
opening out of it, and four more over the 
offices ; then a step-ladder and a great cheese- 
room, and a perfect wilderness of odd nooks 
up in the roof. 

As to furniture, Fulk had bought that with 
the stock and everything else belonging to the 
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farm for a round sum ; and the Chancery- 
people told us that we might take anything 
for ourselves from home that had been bought 
by ourselves, had belonged to our mother, or 
been given to us individually. 

So the furniture of Fulk's rooms in London 
— most of which he had had at Oxford — my 
own piano, our books, and various little work- 
tables, chairs, pictures, and knicknacks apper- 
tained to us ; also, we brought what belonged 
to the little one's nursery, and put him in the 
large room. His grand nurse — Earl though 
he was— could not stand the change ; but old 
Blake, who was retiring into a public house, 
as he could do nothing else for us, suggested 
his youngest sister, who became the comfort 
of my life, for she was the widow of a small 
farmer, and could give me plenty of sound 
counsel as to how much pork to provide for 
the labourers, and how much small beer would 
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keep them in good heart, and not make them 
too merry. And she had too much good 
seilse to get into rivalry with Susan Sisson, 
the hind's wife, who lived in a kind of lean-to 
cottage opening into the farm-yard, and was 
the chief (real) manager of the dairy and 
poultry — though such was not Jaquetta's view 
of the case by any manner of means. 

What a help it was to have one creature 
who did enjoy it all from the very first! 

The parting with Bertram was sore, and 
one's heart will ache after him still at times, 
though he is prosperous and happy with his 
wife and fine family at the new Trevorsham. 
Fulk went through it all in a grave set way, 
as if he knew he never should be happy again, 
and accepted everything in silence, as a matter 
of course, not wanting to sadden us, but often 
grieving me more by his steady silence than 
if he had complained. 
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One thing he was resolved on, that he would 
be a farmer out and out — not a gentleman 
farmer, as he said ; but though he only wore 
broadcloth in the evening and on Sundays, I 
can't say he ever succeeded in not looking 
more of the gentleman. 

We fitted up the little parlour with our 
prettiest things, and it was our morning room, 
and we put a screen across the big keeping- 
room, which made it snug for a family gather- 
ing place. But those were the days when 
everyone was abusing the farmers for not 
living with their labourers in the house, and 
Fulk was determined to try it, at least the 
first year, either for the sake of consistency, 
or because he was resolved to keep our ex- 
penses as low as possible. " Failure would be 
ruin," he impressed on us, and he thought we 
ought to live on the profits of the farm, except 
what was directly spent on the boy, and to 
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save the income of the agency. (Taking one 
year with another, we did so.) 

So he gave up his own dear old Cid, and 
only used the same horses that had sufficed for 
our predecessor — a most real loss and depri- 
vation — and he chose to take meals at the 
long table in the keeping-room with the farm 
servants. He said we girls might dine in our 
little parlour apart, but there was no bearing 
that, and the whole household dined and 
supped together. Breakfast was at such un- 
certain times that we left that for the back 
kitchen, and had our own little round table by 
the fire, or in the parlour, at half-past seven; 
and so we took care to have a good cup of 
coffee for Fulk when he came in about five or 
six ; but the half-past twelve dinner and eight 
o'clock supper were at the long table, our three 
selves and Baby at the top — Baby between me 
and Mrs. Rowe ("Ally's Rowe," as he called 
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her), then George and Susan Sisson opposite 
each other, the under nurse, the two maids, 
the hind, and the three lads. 

I believe it was a very awful penance 
to them at first. We used to hear them 
splashing away at the pump and puffing like 
* porpoises ; and they came in with shining 
faces and lank hair in wet rats' tails, the fore- 
most of which they pulled on all occasions 
of sitting down, getting up, or being offered 
food. 

But they always behaved very well, and the 
habit of the animal at feeding-time is so 
silent that I believe the restraint was com- 
pensated by the honour ; and it did civilise 
them, thanks, perhaps, to Susan's lectures on 
manners, which we sometimes overheard. 

Fulk made spasmodic attempts to talk 
to Sisson ; but the chief conversation was 
Jaquetta's. She went on merrily all dinner- 
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time, asking about ten thousand things, and 
hazarding opinions that elicited amusement in 
spite of ourselves : as when she asked, what 
sheep did with their other two legs, or sug- 
gested growing canary seed, as sure to be a 
profitable crop. Indeed, I think she had a 
little speculation in it on her own account in 
the kitchen garden — only the sparrows were 
too many for her — and what they left would 
not ripen. 

But the child was always full of some new 
and rare device, rattling on anyhow, not for 
want of sense, but just to force a smile out 
of Fulk and keep us all alive, as she called it. 

She knew every bird and beast on the farm, 
fed the chickens, collected the eggs, nursed 
tender chicks or orphan lambs and weaning 
calves, and was in and out with the dogs all 
day, really as happy as ten queens, with the 
freedom and homely usefulness of the life — 

H 
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tripping daintily about in the tall pattens of 
farm life in those days, and making fresh 
enjoyment and fun of everything. 

I used to be half vexed to see her grieve 
so little over all we had lost ; but Fulk said, 
"I suppose it is very hard to break down a 
creature at that age." 

And even I was cheered by the wonderful 
start of health Alured took from the time 
Mrs. Rowe had him. He grew fat and rosy, 
and learnt to walk ; and Dr. Hart was quite 
astonished at his progress, and said he was 
nearly safe from any more attacks of that 
fearful water on the brain till he was six or 
seven years old, and that, till that time, we 
must let him be as much as possible in 
the open air, and with the animals, and not 
stimulate his brain — neither teach, nor excite, 
nor contradict him, nor let him cry. The farm 
life was evidently the very thing he wanted. 
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What a reprieve it was, even though it 
should be only a reprieve! 

He was already three years old, and was 
very clever and observant. 

We were glad that he was too young to 
take heed of the change, or to see what was 
implied by his change from "baby," to "my 
lord;" and we always called him by his 
Christian name. Mrs. Rowe felt far too 
much for us to gossip to him, and he was 
always with her or with me, though I do 
believe he liked Ben — the great, rough, 
hind — ^better than anyone else ; would lead 
Mrs. Rowe long dances after him, to see him 
milk the cows, and would hold forth to him at 
dinner, in a way as diverting to us, as it was 
embarrassing to poor Ben, who used to blurt 
out at intervals, " Yoi, my lord," and " Noa, 
my lord;" while the two maids tried to swallow 
their tittering. The farmers at market used 
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to call Fulk, "my lord," by mistake, and then 
colour up to their eyes through their red faces. 

I believe, indeed, it was their name for him 
among themselves, and that they watched him 
with a certain contemptuous compassion, in 
the full belief that he would ruin himself 

And he declares he should if he had lived 
a bit more luxuriously, or if he had not had 
the agency salary to help him through the 
years of buying experience and the bad season 
with which he began. 

Nor was it till he had for some years in- 
troduced that capital breed which thrives so 
well in the salt marshes, and twice follow- 
ing showed up the prize ox at the county 
show, that they began to believe in "Farmer 
Torwood," or think his "advanced opinions" 
in agriculture anything but a gentleman's 
whimsies. 

As to friends and acquaintance, I am afraid 
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we showed a great deal of pride and stiffness. 
They were kinder than we deserved, but we 
thought it prying and patronage, and would 
not accept what we could not return. 

It is not fair to say we. It was only 
myself — Jaquetta never saw anything but 
kindness, and took it pleasantly, and Fulk 
was too busy and too unhappy to be con- 
cerned about our visiting matters. If I saw 
anyone coming to call I hid myself in the 
orchard, or if I was taken by surprise I was 
stiffness itself; and then I wrote a set of 
cards (Miss Torwood and Miss Jaquetta Tor- 
wood), and drove round in the queer old- 
fashioned gig to leave them, and there was an 
end of it ; for I would accept no invitations, 
though Jaquetta looked at me wistfully. And 
thus I daunted all but old Miss Prior. Poor 
old thing ! All her pleasures had oozed down 
from our house in old times to her ; and 
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her gratitude was indomitable, and stood all 
imaginable rebuffs that courtesy permitted me. 
I believe she only pitied and loved me the 
more, and persevered in the dreadful kindness 
that has no tact. 

It did not strike me that pleasure might be 
good for Jaquetta, or that Fulk's stern silent 
sorrow might have been lightened by variety. 
Used as he had been to political life and Lon- 
don society, it was no small change to have 
merely the market for interest, the farm for 
occupation, and no society but ourselves ; no 
newspaper but the County Chronicle once a 
week; no new books, for Mudie did not exist 
then, even if we could have afforded it. We 
had dropped out of the guinea country book 
club, and Knight's " Penny Magazine " was our 
only fresh literature. However, Jaquetta never 
was much of a reader, and was full of business 
— queen of the poultry, and running after the 
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weakly ones half the day, supplementing George 
Sisson's very inadequate gardening — aye, and 
his wife's equally rough cooking. She found 
a receipt book, and turned out excellent dishes. 
She could not bear, she said, to see Fulk try 
to eat grease, and with an effort at conceal- 
ment, assisted by the dogs, fall back upon 
bread and cheese. 

Luckily plain work in the school-room had 
not gone out in our day, and I could make 
and mend respectably, but I had to keep a 
volume of Shakespeare, Scott, or Wordsworth 
open before me, and learn it by heart, to keep 
away thoughts, which might have been good 
for me; but no — they were working on their 
own bitterness. 

Sunday was the hardest day of all to Fulk, 
for this was the only one on which he could 
not be busy enough to tire himself out. We 
were a mile from church, and when we got to 
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the worm-eaten farm pew there was a smell, as 
Jaquey said, as if generations of farmers had 
been eating cheese there, and generations of 
mice eating after them ; and she always longed 
to shut up a cat there. 

The old curate was very old, and nothing 
seemed alive but the fiddles in the gallery — 
indeed, after the " Penny Magazine " had made 
us acquainted with the Nibelung, Jaquey took 
to calling Sisson, Folker the mighty fiddler, so 
determined were his strains. 

After the great house was shut up, one ser- 
vice was dropped, and so the latter part of 
the day was spent in a visit to all the live- 
stock, Fulk laden with Alured, and Jaquetta 
with tit bits for each and all. 

She and Alured really enjoyed it, and we 
tried to think we did ! And then Fulk used 
to stride off on a long solitary walk, or else sit 
in the porch with his arms across, in a dumb 
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heavy silence, till he saw us looking at him ; 
and then he would shake himself, and go and 
find Sisson, and discuss every field and beast 
with him. 

At least we thought we should have been at 
peace here; but one afternoon, when Jaquetta 
had gone across to the village to see some 
purchase at the shop, she came back flushed 
and breathless, and said as she sat down by me, 
" Oh ! Ursie, Ursie, I met Miss Prior; and she 
has bought Spinney Lawn." 

She was Hester ; it had never meant anyone 
else amongst us when it was said in that 
voice. Fulk, when we told him, had, it ap- 
peared, known it for some days past. All he 
said was, " Well ! she has every right." 

And when I exclaimed, "Just like a harpy, 
come to watch our poor child!" he said, 
" Nonsense !" 

But I knew I was right, and sat brooding — 
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till presently he said, "Put that out of your 
head, Ursula, or you will not be able to 
behave properly to her." 

** I don't see any good in behaving properly 
to her," said Jaquetta. "What business has 
she to come here?" 

"I do not choose to regale the neighbour- 
hood with our family jars" — said Fulk 
quietly. 

And then — such a ridiculous child as 

Jaquetta was — she burst out laughing, and 
« 
cried, " What a feast they would be ! Pre- 

.' erved crabs, I suppose ;" and she brought a 

tiny curl into the corner of his mouth. 

My pride was up, and I remember I 
answered, "You *are right, Fulk. No one 
shall say we are jealous, or shrink from the 
sight of her!" 

"When Smith told me that he had no idea 
who was the bidder, or he would not have 
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sufTered it," said Fulk, "I told him I could 
have no possible objection!" 

And so we endured it in our pride and our 
dignity. 

Lady Hester Lea was the heroine of the 
neighbourhood. The romance of the disowned 
daughter was charming ; and I was far too dis- 
agreeable to excite any counterbalancing pity. 
She was handsome, and everybody raved about 
her likeness to poor papa and the family por- 
traits; and her Montreal convent had given her 
manners quite distinct from English vulgarity; 
or, maybe, her blood told on her bearing, for 
she was immensely admired for her demeanour, 
quite as much as for her beauty. 

Old Miss Prior — whom no coldness on my 
part could check in her assiduous kindness, and 
nothing would hinder from affectionately telling 
us whatever we did not want to hear — kept 
us constantly informed of the new comer's 
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triumphs. Especially she would dwell upon the 
sensation that Lady Hester produced, and all 
that the gentlemen said of her. Her name 
stood as lady patroness to all the balls and 
fancy fairs, and archery, that Shinglebay pro- 
duced ; and there was no going to shop there 
without her barouche coming clattering down 
the street with the two prancing greys, and 
poor little Trevor inside, with a looped-up 
hat and ostrich feather exactly like Alured's ; 
for by some intention she always dressed him 
in the exact likeness of his little uncle's. I 
used to think Miss Prior told her, and sedu- 
lously prevented her ever seeing his lordship 
out of his brown holland pinafores, but the 
same rule still held good. 

What tender enquiries poor Miss Prior used 
to make after " the dear little lord," as she called 
him. My asseverations of his health and intel- 
ligence generally eliciting that it was current 
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among Lady Hester's friends that he could 
neither stand nor speak, and was so imbecile 
that it was a mercy that he could not live to 
be eight years old. 

Of course that was what Hester was waiting 
for. And no small pleasure was it when Alured 
would come pattering in with a shout of " Ursa, 
Ursa," and as soon as he saw a lady, would 
stop, and pull off his hat from his chesnut 
curls like the little gentleman he always 
was. 

Spinney Lawn was bought before Joel Lea 
came to England. If he had seen where it 
was I doubt whether he would have consented 
to the purchase ; but Perrault managed it all, 
and then, with what he had made out of the 
case, bought himself a share in Meakin's office 
at Shinglebay, and constituted himself Lady 
Hester's legal adviser. 

Mr. Lea, after vainly trying to get his wife 
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to return to Sault St. Pierre, thought it wrong 
to be apart from her and his son, and came to 
England. 

Fulk went at once to call on him, expecting 
to be disgusted with Yankeeisms; but came 
home, saying he had found a more unlucky- 
man than himself! 

Fancy a great, big, plain, hard-working^ 
back-woodsman, bred only to the axe and 
rifle, with illimitable forests to range in, happy 
in toil and homely plenty, and a little king 

to himself, set down in an English villa, with 
a trim garden and paddock, and servants every- 
where to deprive him of the very semblance 
to occupation ! 

Poor man! he had not even the alleviation 
of being proud of it, and trying to live up to 
it. Puritan to the bone of his broad back, he 
thought everything as wicked as it was weari- 
some and foolish; and lived like Faithful in 
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"Vanity Fair," solely enduring it for the sake 
of his wife and son. I suppose he could not 
have carried her off, or altered her course 
without the strong hand ; for she was a deter- 
mined woman, all the more resolute because 
she acted for her child. 

He was a staunch Dissenter, and would not 
go to church with Lady Hester, who did so as 
a needful part of the belonging of her station, 
or, perhaps, to watch over us, but trudged two 
miles every Sunday to the meeting-house at 
Shinglebay, where he was a great light, and 
spent all that she allowed him on the minister 
and the Sunday school. 

As to society, he abhorred it on principle, 
and kept out of the way when his wife gave 
her parties. If she had an old affection for 
him in the depths of her heart, it was swal- 
lowed up in vexation and provocation ; and 
no wonder, for the verdict of society, as Miss 
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Prior reported it, was — " How sad that such 
a woman as Lady Hester should have been 
thrown away on a mere common man— not a 
bit better than a labourer." 

I detested him like all the rest ; but Fulk 
declared he was sublime in passive endurance, 
and used to make opportunities of consulting 
him about cattle or farming, just to interest 
him. 

Fulk and the dissenting minister were the 
only friends the poor man had, and the latter 
Hester would not lefc into her house. As to 
Perrault, he loathed and shrank from him as 
the real destroyer of all his peace, and still 
the most dangerous influence about his wife. 
He never said so, but we felt it. 

I think the poor man*s happiest hours were 
spent here; and, now and then in a press of 
work, or to show how a thing ought to be 
done, he put his own hand to axe, lever, or 
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hay-fork, and toiled with that cruelly-wasted 
alert strength. 

Fulk always says there never was anyone 
who taught him so much as Joel Lea, and he 
means deeper things than farming. 

Sometimes Mr. Lea brought his little boy. 
I was vexed at first ; but Alured, who had 
hardly spoken to a child before, was in 
ecstasies, as if a new existence had come 
upon him ; and Trevor Lea was really a very 
nice little boy. He was only half a year the 
elder ; and they were .so much alike that 
strangers did not know them apart, dressed 
alike, as they were; or they were taken for 
twins, and it made people laugh to find they 
were uncle and nephew. 

And I must allow the nephew was the best 

behaved, though it made me savage to hear 

Fulk say so. 

But our Ally's was not real naughtiness — 

I 
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only the consequence of our not being able to 

keep up discipline, while we lived in dread of 

that seventh year that might rob us of our 
darling — always sweet and loving. 
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CHAPTER V. 

SPINNEY LAWN. 

A CHANGE or two began to creep into our 
life. One afternoon, as Jaquetta, in her pretty 
pink gingham and white apron, with her black 
hair in the Grecian coil we used to wear when 
our heads were allowed to be of their own 
proper size, was gathering crimson apples from 
the quarrendon tree close to the river, a voice 
came over the water — 

" Oh, my good girl, if you would but stand 
so a minute, and allow me to sketch you!" 

Jaquetta started round and laughed. No 
doubt she was looking like an Arcadian; but 
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I — as from under the trees I saw two gentle- 
men on the other side of the little stream, 
and jumped up to come to her defence— I 
must have looked more like a displeased if 
not draggle-tailed duchess, for there was an 
immediate disconcerted begging of our pardons, 
and a hasty departure. 

Jaquetta made a very funny account of my 
spring forward in awful dignity, so horribly 
affronted at her being called a good girl! 
and she made Fulk laugh heartily. The gloom 
did seem to be lightening on him now. 

Walking tourists, we supposed, though one 
we thought was a clergyman ; and on Sunday 
we saw him in the desk and the draughtsman 
in the parsonage pew ; and we discovered 
that these were the proposed new curate, Mr, 
Cradock, and his younger brother. Our rector 
*was a canon who had bad health and never 
came near us, and the poor old curate was 
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past work, and, indeed, died a week or two 
after he had given up. 

I saw that younger brother colour up to the 
roots of his bright hair as Jaqyuetta walked up 
the aisle, in her drawn black silk bonnet with 
the pink lining (made by herself) ; and I think 
she coloured too, for she was rosier than usual 
when we faced round in the corners of our pew. 

We saw no more of them for a month, and 
a dainty, bridal-looking little lady appeared in 
the parsonage seat, with white ribbons in her 
straw bonnet, and modest little orange flowers 
in the frill round her pleasant face. 

Mrs. Cradock she was, we heard ; and not 
only Miss Prior, but Fulk, wanted us to call 
on her. 

" What's the use V said I. " Farmers* families 
are not on visiting terms with the ladies of the 
parsonage." 

Poor Jaquey uttered an "Oh dear!" but she 
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and Fulk knew 1 was past moving in that 
mood. 

However, one morning in the next week, in 
walked Fulk into the keeping-room, and the 
clergyman with him, and found Jaquey and 
me standing at the long table under the 
window, peeling and cutting up apples for 
apple-cheese. 

" Mr. Cradock, my sister," he said, just in 
the old tone when he brought a friend into 
our St. James's-street drawing-room ; and he 
hardly gave time for the shaking of hands 
before he had returned to the discussion about 
the change of ministry, just with the voice and 
animation I had not seen for two whole years. 

We went on with our apples. For one thing, 
we were not wanted ; for another, there was no 
fire in the little parlour, and the gentlemen 
both seemed to be enjoying the bright one 
that was burning on the hearth. 
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The only difficulty was that dinner time 
began to approach. The men could not be 
kept waiting ; and I heard Alured awake 
from his sleep, pattering about and shouting ; 
and as we began to gather up our apples one 
one of the maids peeped in with a table-cloth 
over her arm. 

. Mr. Cradock saw, though Fulk did not, 
and said his wife would expect him; and 
then he looked most pleasantly to me, 
and said he was not at all wanted at 
home, while his wife was luxuriating in a 
settlement of furniture ; but this was, he 
was assured, the last day of confusion, and 
to-morrow she would be quite ready for 
all who would be so good as to call on 
her. 

I could only say I would do myself the plea- 
sure; and then he still waited a moment to 
say that his brother Arthur could not recover 
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from his dismay at his greeting to Miss 
Torwood. 

"But," he said, "the boy*s head was quite 
turned by the beauty of the country. He had 
been raving all day about the new poet, 
Alfred Tennyson, and I believe he thought 
he had walked into lotus-land." 

"Nearer the dragon of the Hesperides, per- 
haps," said Fulk, laughing. "Is he with you 
now?" 

"No; he has gone back to Oxford. He is 
in his second year; and whether he takes to 
medicine or to art is to be settled by com- 
mon-sense or genius." 

"Oh, but if he has genius.?" began Jaquetta 
eagerly. 

"That's the question," said Mr. Cradock, 
laughing. " But I am hindering . you shame- 
fully ;" and with that he took his leave, having 
quite demolished our barriers. 
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And his wife was of the same nature — simple, 
blithe, and boriny — ready to make friends in a 
moment ; and though she must have known all 
about us, never seeming to remember any- 
thing but -that we were her nearest lady 
neighbours. 

Jaquetta, whose young friendships had been 
broken short off, because the poor girls really 
did not know how to correspond with her 
under present circumstances, took to Mrs. 
Cradock with eager enthusiasm, and tripped 
across the park to her two or three times a 
week, and became delightedly interested in all 
her doings, parochial or otherwise. 

Dear Jaquey's happy nature had always been 
content ; but when I saw how exceedingly she 
enjoyed the variety, liveliness, and occupations 
brought by the Cradocks, I felt that it had 
been scarcely kind to seclude her to gratify 
my own sole pride ; but then there had been 
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nobody like the Cradocks — to drop or be 
dropped. 

The refreshment to Fulk was even greater. 
The having a man to converse with, and break 
his mind against, one who would argue, and 
who really cared for the true principles of poli- 
tics, made an immense difference to him. When 
after tea he said he would walk to the parson- 
age to see how the debate had gone, and we 
knew we should not see him till half-past ten, 
we could not but be glad ; it must have been 
so much pleasanter than playing at chess, 
listening to our old music, or reading even the 
new books they lent us. 

He brightened greatly that winter, and I 
ceased to fear that he was getting a farmer's 
slouch. He looked as stately and beautiful as 
ever Lord Torwood had done, and the dejec- 
tion had gone out of his face and bearing, 
when suddenly it returned again ; and as 
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Miss Prior was away from home, I never 

found out the cause till one day, as I was 

shopping at Shinglebay, and was telling the 
Hnendraper that Mr. Torwood would call for 

the parcel, I saw the lady at the other counter 

start and turn round, as if at a sudden shock. 

Then I saw the white doe eyes, full of the 
old pleading expression, and the lips quivering 
wistfully, but I only said to myself, "The old 
arts ! That is what has overthrown Fulk 
again ;" and away I went with a rigid bow, 
and said nothing. 

There was no exchange of calls. That 
was not my fault, for we could not have 
begun ; and we heard that Mrs. Deerhurst 
said, "The Torwoods had shown very good 
taste in retiring from all society, poor things. 
Only it was a great mistake to remain in 
the neighbourhood — so awkward for every- 
body !" 
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Mrs. Cradock was much struck with Emily's 
sweet looks ; but I believe that Jaquetta told 
her all about it, and we never met the Deer- 
hursts there. 

In fact they were not intimate, for there 
must have been a repulsion between Mrs. 
Deerhurst and such a woman as Mary Cra- 
dock. 

The Deerhursts owned a villa on the out- 
skirts of Shinglebay ; indeed, I believe it 
was the difficulty in letting it that had un- 
willingly forced Mrs. Deerhurst home, after 
having married her second daughter, but not 
Emily. She was only a mile and a half 
from Spinney Lawn, and speedily became 
familiar there, being as entirely Hester's 
counsellor in etiquette as was Perrault on 
business. People saw a marked improve- 
ment in elegance from the time she became 
adviser. 
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That next winter poor Joel Lea died. I sup- 
pose it was merely the dulness and want of 
exercise that killed him, for he had lost flesh 
and grown languid in manner for months 
before a low fever set in, and he had no 
power to struggle with it. 

He had been ill a long time, when he 
sent a message to beg Mr. Torwood to 
come and see him. Jaquetta and I per- 
suaded ourselves that he had discovered 
that Perrault had suborned witnesses, or 
done something that would falsify the whole 
trial. 

Jaquetta said she should be very glad for 
Fulk, and if it happened now little Alured 
would never feel it ; but for her own part, she 
should hate to go back to be my lady again. 
She had never known before what happiness 
was. 

I could not help laughing. Nobody had ever 
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detected anything amiss with Lady Jaquetta 
Trevor's spirits, but that they were too high 
at times. 

"Of course I don't mean that I was miser- 
able !" she said ; " but there's something now 
that does make everything so delicious." 

"Could you not take that something to the 
park V* I asked, laughing. 

" I don't know ! It would not be so bad 
if I could run in and out at the parsonage as 
I do now." 

And as I smiled, it smote me as I recollected 
that Arthur Cradock was always at the par- 
sonage in the vacations. Jaquetta had been 
sketched many a time as nymph of the 
orchard, and many a nymph besides. And 
if he was yielding to his brother's wisdom in 
making medicine his study and art his pleasure, 
was not our unconscious maiden the sugar that 
sweetened the cup of prudence.^ Might not 
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elevation be as sore a trial to her as de- 
pression had been to us? 

However, our troubling ourselves was all 

nonsense. Good Joel Lea would never have 
connived at any evil doings. All he had 
wanted of Pulk was to be certain of his for- 
giveness for the injury he had suffered through 
his wife, and to entreat him to keep a watch 
over her and the boy. 

"You are her brother, when all is come and 
gone," he said ; " and I do not trust that 
Perrault. If ever he fails her, or turns against 
her, you'll stand her friend, and look to the 
boy?" 

Fulk heartily promised, and Joel further 
begged him to write to her eldest brother, 
Francis Dayman (^who was prospering im- 
mensely in the timber trade), and let him 
know the state of things — though he had been 
so angered at Hester's sacrifice of his mother's 
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good name and his own birth, that he had 
broken with her entirely. 

" But if anyone can get her out of 
Perrault*s hands, it is Francis," poor Joel 
said; and he went on to talk of his poor 
boy, about whom he was very anxious, 
having no trust in any of Hester's intimates, 
and begging Fulk to throw a good word to 
him now and then. 

^* He thinks much of you,*' he said. " I 
heard him tell Miss Deerhurst that it was no 
use for anyone to try to be such an out-and- 
out gentleman as his uncle, for they couldn't do 
it, and he had rather be like you than anyone 
else. I don't care for gentlemen, and all that 
foolery, as you know. I wish I could leave 
him to my old mate, Eli Potter; but you 
are true and honest, Fulk Torwood, and I 
think not so far from the kingdom ^" 

Then he asked Fulk to read a chapter to 
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him. No one else would do so, except little 
Trevor, when now and then left alone with him ; 
but Hester would not believe him seriously ill, 
and thought the Bible wearied him and made 
him low spirited ; and as to his friend the 
Dissenter, she would never admit him. 

Fulk was so indignant that he wanted to 
drive to Shinglebay and fetch Mr. Ball, but 
Lea thanked him and half smiled at his super- 
stition of thinking that a minister was needed 
to speed his soul ; but he was pleased that 
Fulk came to him on each of the four or five 
remaining days of his- life, and read to him 
whatever he wished. 

He sank suddenly at last, while Hester was 
at church on Sunday morning, and died when 
alone with Fulk. 

Somehow the intense reality of that man 
and the true comfort his faith was to him 
made an immense impression on my brother, 

K 




I30 ZADV HESTER; 

and seemed, as it were, to give the communi- 
cation between his religious belief and his 
feelings, which had somehow not been in force 
before. He thought and borrowed books from 
Mr. Cradock, and there came a deepening and 
softening over him, which one saw in many 
ways, that made him dearer than ever. He 
looked more at peace, even though one felt 
that each passing sight of Emily was a. 
sting. 

Hester was dreadfully stricken down at first, 
and her anguish of lamentation and self-re- 
proach was terrible to witness ; but she would 
not hear of Fulk's fetching either of us — in- 
deed, I fancy that was the fault of my dry, 
cold looks — nor would she allow him to do 
anything for her. 

Mrs. Deerhurst came to be with her, and 
Perrault managed everything. 

They had a magnificent funeral — much grander 
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than my father's — and laid him in the family- 
vault. 

Perrault took the opportunity of insulting 
Fulk by pairing him with old Hall, the ex- 
agent; but Hall found it out in time, and 
refused to go, and when the moment came 
everybody fell back, and Fulk found himself 
close to poor little Trevor, who tried to get 
his hand out of Perrault's and cling to him ; 
but Perrault held him tight till, at the mo- 
ment when they moved to the mouth of the 
vault and were to go down the steps, terror 
completely seized the poor child, and he began 
to shriek so fearfully that Fulk had to snatch 
him up and carry him out of the church, 
trembling from head to foot 

It was very cruel to send a sensitive child 
of six years old in that way; but Hester 
was too much exhausted with her violent 
grief to go herself, and, devoted mother as 
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she was in all else, she never perceived 
that poor child's instinctive shrinking from 
Perrault. 

We tried to be kind to her, and hoped she 
would soften towards us ; but she did not. I 
could see her eyes glitter with their keen, 
searching glance under her crape veil, as if 
she were measuring Alured all over when the 
child walked into church with me ; and, indeed, 
when he went to the Zoological Gardens some 
time later, and saw the cobra di capello, he 
said — 

" Ursa, why does that snake look at me just 
like Lady Hester?" 

There must have been fascination in the eager 
mystery of the gaze, for, strangely enough, he 
was not afraid of her. She always made much 
of him if he came in her way, and he was so 
fond of Trevor Lea that nothing made him so 
eager or happy as the thought of seeing him. 
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The one idea that her boy was ousted by 
Alured, and the longing to see him the heir, 
seemed to drive out everything else from 
Hester — almost feeling for her husband. 

Fulk had written to Francis Dayman, and 
he intended to come and see after his sister 
as soon as he could leave his business ; but 
this rather precipitated matters. Hester was 
persuaded that Alured could not live through 
that eighth year of his life at the utmost, and 
Perrault somehow persuaded her, that only as 
her husband could he protect her interests 
and Trevor's, though what machinations she 
could have expected from us, I cannot guess ; 
or how, in the case of a minor, we could 
have interfered with her rights. But the man 
had gained such an ascendancy over her, that 
she did not even perceive that the connection 
was not good for that great object of her*s, 
her son's position in society. In fact, he 
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persuaded her that he was of a noble old 
French family, and ought to be a count. How 
we laughed when we heard of it ! She did 
preserve wisdom enough to insist upon having 
her fortune conveyed to trustees for her son, 
so that Perrault could only touch the income, 
and not the principal ; and as she told everyone 
that he had been determined upon this being 
done, I suppose he saw that any demur would 
excite her suspicion. 

They went to London, and were married 
there, while we were still scouting poor Miss 
Prior's rumours. We were very sorry when we 
thought of poor JoeVs charge ; and, besides, 
"the count" had an uncomfortable slippery 
look about him. I can't describe it otherwise. 
He was a slim, trim, well-dressed man, only 
given to elaborate jewellery and waistcoats, 
with polished black hair and boots, and keen 
French-looking eyes, well-mannered, and so 



OR, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. 135 

versatile and polite, that he soon overcame 
people's prejudices ; and he was thought to 
make a much better master of the house than 
poor Joel had ever done. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE WHITE doe's WARNING. 

Here was Alured's eighth birthday, and 
he had never been ill at all, but was as fine- 
looking healthy a boy as could be seen. 

We took him to London, and showed him 
to Dr. Hart, and he said that the old tendency 
was entirely outgrown, and that Lord Trevor- 
sham was as likely to live and thrive as any 
child of his age in England. 

It really seemed the beginning of a new 
life, not to have that dreadful fear hanging 
over us any longer! We felt settled, that 
was one thing ; not as if we should do as 
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Bertram expected, have to come off to New 
Zealand. 

The farm had just began to pay. Fulk's 
sales of cattle had been, for the first time, 
more than enough to clear his rent. He had 
a great ox in the Smithfield Cattle Show, and 
met our Lupton uncles there not as an un- 
successful man. 

And I ? I had a dim feeling that Alured 
would soon cease to need me, and Jaquetta 
would not be claimed for a long time ; and 
if 

But in the midst of that if I saw a haggard 
face driving in the park by the side of a little, 
over-dressed, faded woman. 

And Aunt Amelia told me how (in the re- 
bound from my harshness, no doubt) Mr. 
Decies had, as it were, dropped into the 
hands of a weak, extravagant girl, who had 
long been using all the intellect she had to 
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attract him, and now led him a dreary life 
of perpetual dissipation. 

I don't know how much I had been to 
blame. I am sure he was meant for better 
things. Mine could never have been real love 
for him, and the refusal could not have been 
wrong. It must have been the pride and 
harshness that stung him ! 

I was very sorry for him, though I could not 
think about it, of course, still less speak ; but 
that was the beginning of my hating myself, 
and I have hated myself more and more ever 
since I have taken to write all this down, and 
seen how hard and foolish I was, how very 
much the worst of the three. 

Even my care for Alured sprang out of ex- 
clusive passion, and so, though I do think that 
by Heaven's mercy I had a great share in 
cherishing him into strength and health, I had 
managed him badly, I had indulged him over 
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much, and was improperly resentful of any 
attempt of Jaquetta, or even of Fulk, to inter- 
fere with him or restrain him. 

Thus, when the anxiety was over, and he 
was a strong boy, full of health and activity, 
his will was entirely unrestrained, he had no 
notion of minding any of us, still less of 
learning. Trevor Lea could read, write, talk 
French, say a few Latin declensions, when 
Alured could not read a word of three letters, 
and would not try to learn. 

Oh ! the antics he played when I tried to 
teach him ! Then Fulk tried, and he was tame 
for three days, but then came idleness, wilful- 
ness, anger, punishment, but he laughed to 
scorn all that we could find in our hearts to 
do to him. 

As to getting other help we were ashamed 
till he should be a little less shamefully back- 
ward. The Cradocks offered to teach him, 
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but then, unless he was elaborately put on 
honour, he played truant. 

He had plenty of honour, plenty of affec- 
tion, but not the smallest conscience as to 
obedience ; and Fulk would not have the other 
two motives worked too hard, saying the one 
might break, the other give way. 

We had not taught obedience, so we had to 
take the consequences, and we were the less 
able to enforce it that he had come to a 
knowledge of our mutual relations much sooner 
than we intended, and in the worst manner 
possible. 

Of course he knew himself to be Lord 
Trevorsham, and owner of the property; but 
one day, when Fulk found him galloping his 
pony in the field laid up for hay, and ordered 
him out, he retorted that " You ain't my proper 
brother, and you haven't any rights over me! 
It is my field, and I shall do as I like." 
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Fulk got hold of the pony's bridle, and took 
Alured by the shoulder without one word, then 
took him into the little study, and had it out 
with him. 

It was Hester who had told him. He had 
been at Spinney Lawn with Trevor all one 
afternoon, when we had thought him out with 
old Sisson. He had told no falsehood indeed, 
but Hester and her husband had made him 
understand, so far as such a child could do, 
that there was some disgrace connected with 
us ; that Fulk had once been in his place, and 
only wanted to get it back, and now had it 
all his own way with his young lordship's 
property, and that he owed us neither duty 
nor affection, only to his true relative. Lady 
Hester Perrault. 

The dear boy had maintained stoutly that 
he did love Ursula and Jacquey, and that 
Hester wasn't half so nice, and that he had 
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rather they bullied him than that she coaxed 
him ! But there was the poison sown — to 
rankle and grow and burst out when he wes 
opposed. He had full faith and trust in Fulk, 
and accepted his history, owning, indeed, from 
a boy, that he had been a horrid little wretch 
for saying what he did, and asking whether it 
had not been a great bore ; indeed, he be- 
haved all the better instead of the worse for 
some little time, dear fellow. 

But he was too big and strong to tie to 
one's apron-string, and his greatest pleasure 
was in being with Trevor. I think Trevor's 
own influence never did any harm. Poor Joel 
Lea had trained him well, and he was a con- 
scientious, good boy, who often hindered Alured 
from insubordination ; but the attraction to 
Spinney Lawn was a mischievous thing — for 
there was no doubt that the heads of the family 
would set him against us if they could. 
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So Fulk thought it wiser to send him to 
school, since he was learning nothing properly 
at home, and only getting more disobedient 

« 

and unruly. 

Immediately Trevor Lea was sent to the 
same school, to the boys' great delight. They 
cared little that Trevor was placed nearly 
at the top and Trevorsham at the bottom 
of the little preparatory school. They held 
together just as much, and Alured came 
home wonderfully improved and delightfully 
good, but more than ever inseparable from 
Trevor. 

In the meantime Francis Dayman had come 
to pay his sister a visit. He had made some 
fortunate speculations, and had come on to be 
a merchant of considerable wealth and weight 
in the Hudson's Bay Company. 

A handsome man of a good deal of strength 
and force he seemed to be, and Perrault had 
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certainly been wise in securing his prize before 
Hester had such a guardian. 

He was an open, straight-forward man, with 
a fresh breath of the forest about him ; suc- 
cessful beyond all his hopes, and full of activity. 
He took to Fulk, and seemed to have a strong 
fellow-feeling for us. 

But little had Fulk expected to be made 
the confidant of his vehement admiration for 
Emily Deerhurst. The gentle lady-like girl 
impressed the backwoodsman in a wondrous 
manner. It seemed to him, as if his wealth 
would have real value, if he could pour it all 
out on her. 

And her mother encouraged him. Emily 
was six years older than when she had cast 
off Fulk, and there was a pale changed look 
about her ; and the rich Canadian, who could 
buy a baronetcy, and do anything she asked, 
tempted Mrs. Deerhurst. 
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Though, as Fulk said bitterly, if the stain 
on his birth was all the cause of the utter 
withdrawal, was it not the same with Francis 
Dayman? Only in his case it was gilded! 

Dayman knew nothing of this former affair. 
The world was forgetting it, and if Hester 
knew it, she kept it from his knowledge, so he 
used to consult Fulk as to what was to be 
done to please an English lady, and whether 
he was too rough for her ; and Fulk stood 
it all. He even knew when the young lady 
herself was brought forward — and refused^ 
gently, sadly, courteously, but unmistakably ; 
and then, when driven hard by the eager 
wooing, owned to an old attachment, that 
never would permit her to marry ! 

What a light there was in Fulk's eyes when 
he whispered that into my ears ! And yet 
he had kept his counsel, even though Mr. 
Dayman told him that the mother declared 
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it to be a foolish romantic affair of very early 
girlhood, that no doubt his perseverance would 
overthrow. 

" And her persecution !" muttered poor Fulk. 
But he did enjoy the confidences in a bitter- 
sweet fashion. It was justifiable to be a dog 
in the manger under the circumstances. 

Mr. Dayman went to London, and Hester 
was negociating about a house where Mrs. 
Deerhurst and her daughters were to stay 
with her for a few weeks. I fancy Mrs. Deer- 
hurst thought that the chance of seeing 
Farmer Torwood ride by to market had a 
bad effect. It was the Easter holidays, and 
both boys were at home ; always trying to be 
together, and we not finding it easy to keep 
Alured from Spinney Lawn, without such flat 
refusals as would have given his sister legiti- 
mate cause of complaint and offence. 

One beautiful spring afternoon, when Alured, 
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to my vexation and vague uneasiness, had 
gone over there, I was sowing annuals in the 
garden and watching for him at the same 
time, when, to my surprise, I saw, coming 
over the fields from the park, a lady with a 
quick, timid, yet wearied step. Had she lost 
her way, I thought ? There was something 
of the tame fawn in her movement ; and 
then I remembered the white doe. Yes ! it 
was Emily ! 

The one haunting anxiety of my life broke 
out — "You havn't come to say there's any- 
thing amiss with my boy V I cried out. 

" No ; oh no ! I think he is safe now ; but I 
wanted to tell you, I think you ought to be 
warned." 

She was trembling so much that I wanted 
to bring her in and make her rest; but she 
would only sit down on the step of the 
stile, and there she whispered it, in this way. 




OR, URSULAS NARRATIVE. 149 

"You know there's a dreadful scarlet fever 
at old Brown's." 

" The old man that sells curiosities ? No, I 
did not know it ; FU keep Trevorsham away," 
I said, wondering she had come all this way ; 
and then asking in a fright, "Surely he has 
not been there ?" 

"No; I met him on the road with Lady 
Hester Perrault, and I told them. I walked 
back to Spinney Lawn with them. But," as 
I began to thank her, and her voice went lower 
still, "but — oh, Ursula, Lady Hester knew it!" 

" Knew it ! " 

"Yes, knew it quite well." 

" She was doing it on purpose ! " 

" Oh," Emily hid her face in her hands, " I 
pray God to forgive me if I am doing a very 
cruel wicked wrong ; but I can't help thinking 
it. I had told her only yesterday how bad 
the fever was in that street. She said she had 
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forgotten it, and thanked me ; but she had not 
her own boy, Trevor, with her. 

I was too much frozen with the horror of 
the thing to speak at first, and perhaps Emily- 
thought I did not quite believe her, for she 
said, under her breath, "And Fve heard her 
talk — talk to mamma — about her being so 
certain that Lord Trevorsham could not live, 
even when he was past seven years old. They 
always have said that the first illness would 

■ 

go to his head and carry him off*. And when 

people do wish things very much " And 

then she grew frightened at herself, and began 
blaming herself for the horrible fancy, but 
saying it haunted her every time she saw 
Lord Trevorsham in Lady Hester's sight. 
That old ballad, "The wee grovelling doo," 
would come into her head, and she had felt 
as if any harm happened to the child it 
would be her fault for not having spoken a 
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word of warning, and this had determined 
her. 

By this time I had taken it in, and then the 
first thing I did was to spring up and ask how 
she could leave the boy still in the woman's 
power, to which she answered that she had 
walked them back to Spinney Lawn — a whole 
mile — and that Lady Hester could not set 
forth again, now that Alured had heard the 
conversation. 

He had been bent on going to buy a tame 
sea-gull there, as a birthday present for Trevor ; 
and Emily had lured him off from that, by a 
promise of getting one from an old fisherman 
whom she knew. So there was not much fear 
of his running back into the danger, though 
I should not have a happy moment till he 
was in my sight again. 

Then Emily sprang up, saying, she must 
go. She had walked four miles, and she 
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must get back as fast as she could. Most 
likely mamma would think her at Spinney- 
Lawn. 

But what must not it have cost that timid 
thing to venture here with her warning! 

It gave me a double sense of the reality 
of my boy's peril, that she had been excited 
to it, and she would not hear of coming in to 
rest; and when I entreated her to wait till 
I could get the gig to drive her part of the 
way, she held me fast, and insisted, with all 
tlie terror of womanly shamefacedness, that, 
"he — that Tor — that Mr. Torwood — should 
not know." And she sprang up to go home 
instantly, before he could guess. 

" Oh, Emily, that is too bad, when nothing 
would make him so glad." 

" Oh ! no, no ! he has been used too ill ; 
he can't care for me now, and as if I 
should " 
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I don't think poor Emily uttered anything 

\ 

half so coherent as this, at any rate I under- 
stood that she disclaimed the least possibility 
of his affection continuing, and felt it an out- 
rage on herself to be where she could even 
suppose herself to have voluntarily put herself 
in his way. 

I thought there was nothing for it but 
to let her start, hurry after her with some 
vehicle, and then call and bring home my 
boy ; but in the midst of my perplexity 
and her struggle with her tears, who should 
appear on the scene but Fulk himself, driving 
home the spring cart wherein, everybody 
being busy, he liad conveyed a pig to a new 
home. 

I don't know how it was all done or said. 
My first notion was that he should be warned 
of our dear boy's danger, and rescue him before 
anything else. I could not get into my head 
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that there was no present reason for dread, 
and yet when I had gasped out " Oh, Fulk — 
Alured — Fetch him home ! Emily came to 
warn us!" the accusation began to seem so 
monstrous and horrible that I could not go 
on with it before Emily. She too, perhaps, 
found it harder to utter to a man than to a 
woman, and between the strangeness of speak- 
ing to one another again, and her shyness and 
his wonder and delight, it seemed to me un- 
reasonable that poor little Alured's danger 
was counting for nothing between them, and 
I turned from the former reticence to the be- 
reaved tigress style, and burst out, "And are 
we to stand talking here while our boy is in 
these people's power ?" 

Then Fulk did listen to what it was all 
about ; but even then it seemed to me he 
would not think half so much of the peril as 
of what Emily had done. In truth, I believe 
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all ^they both wanted was to get 9ut of my 
way ; but they pacified me by Fulk's under- 
taking, if Emily did not object to the cart, 
to drive her across the park where no one 
would meet her, and she could get out only 
a mile from home, and to call at Spinney 
Lawn in returning by the road and take up 
Alured. 

What a drive that must have been ! Fulk 
had the advantage over Emily in knowing 
what poor Mr. Dayman had told him, whereas 
she, poor child, only knew that he had been so 
vilely served that she thought his affection and 
esteem had been entirely killed* 

They had it all out in that tax cart, a 
vehicle Fulk now regards as a heavenly chariot,, 
and I heard it all afterwards. 

Poor Emily! she had grown a great deal 
older in those six years. At eighteen she had 
implicitly believed in her mother. Mrs. Deer- 
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hurst had been so good all those years of 
striving not to frighten my father, that she had 
been perfection in her daughter's eyes. Emily 
had believed with all her heart in her apparent 
disinterestedness, and her hopes and sympathy 
for us were real ; and so, when the crash really 
came, and she told the poor girl with floods 
of tears that it was impossible, and a thing not 
to be thought of, for a right-minded woman to 
unite herself to -a man of such birth. And 
poor Emily, with the conscious ignorance of 
eighteen, believed, and was the sort of gentle 
creature who could easily be daunted by the 
terror that her generous impulses to share the 
shame and namelessness were unfeminine and 
wrong. The utter silence had been the con- 
sequence of her mother assuring her, with 
authority, that the true kindness was to betray 
no token of feeling that could cherish hope 
where all was hopeless, and that he would 
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regret her less if she commanded herself and 
gave him no look. 

It had been terrible, calm self-command, 
and obedience to abused filial confidence in 
her mother*s infallibility. 

And then Mrs. Deerhurst had been sinking 
ever since in her daughter's esteem, as Emily- 
could not but rise higher from the conscientious 
struggle and self-denying submission, and be- 
sides grew older and had more experience ; 
while Mrs. Deerhurst, no doubt, deteriorated 
in the foreign wandering life, and all her 
motives made themselves evident when she 
married the younger daughter. 

Emily had thought for herself, and seen 
that advantage had been taken of her inno- 
cence, and that her betrothed had rights, 
which, if she had been older, she would not 
have been persuaded to ignore. But coming 
home, two years later, and meeting my cold 
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eyes and Fulk*s ceremonious bow, and hearing^ 
on all parts that he had accepted his position 
and had a hard struggle to maintain his two 
sisters ; she, knowing herself to be portion- 
less, could but suffer and be still. 

Of course every attempt of her mother's to 
get her to marry advantageously, and, even 
more, Mrs. Deerhurst's devotion to Lady 
Hester, tore away more and more of the veil 
she had tried to keep over her eyes ; and as 
her youngest sister grew up into bloom, and 
into the wish for society, Emily had been 
allowed more and more to go her own quiet 
way in the religious and charitable life of 
Shinglebay, where she had peace, if not joy. 

And then came the Dayman affair, when 
all the old persecution revived again, and 
Emily's foremost defence against him, her 
blushing objection to his birth, was 'set aside 
as a mere prudish fancy of a young girl. 
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The gentle Emily had been irate then, and 
all the more when her mother tried to cover 
her inconsistency by alleging that everybody 
knew of Lord Torwood's fall, whereas no one 
knew or cared who Francis Dayman was,- or 
where he came from. Henceforth Emily's 
shame at the usage of Fulk had been double 
— or rather it turned into indignation. Re- 
ports that he was to marry a rich grazier's 
daughter had no effect in turning her in 
pique to Dayman. She had firmly told 
her mother that if it were wrong for her 
to take the one, it must be equally so to take 
the other. 

This Mrs. Deerhurst had concealed from 
poor Mr. Dayman ; nor would Emily's modesty 
allow her to utter the objection to the man's 
own face. So Mrs. Deerhurst encouraged him, 
and trusted to London reports of the grazier's 
daughter, and persevering appeals to that filial 
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sense of duty which had been strained so 
much too far. 

And now, how did it stand ? 

When I, secure in knowing that Alured was 
safe at home, thinking it abominable nonsense 
in Miss Deerhurst to have bothered about 
scarlet fever, Hester herself had said so. When 
I could hear Fulk*s happiness, and try to 
analyse it, what did it amount to.^ 

Why, that they knew they loved one another 
still, and never meant to cease. And with 
what hopes } Alas ! the hopes were all for 
some time or other. Emily would do nothing 
in flat disobedience, and there was little or no 
hope of her mother's consent to her marrying 

4 

Farmer Torwood. She meant to tell her 
mother thus much, that she had seen him, and 
that they loved each other as much as ever ; 
and as Mrs. Deerhurst had waived the objec- 
tion to Dayman, it could not hold in the other 
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case. It would be, in fact, a tacit compact — 
scarcely an engagement — ^with what amount of 
meeting or correspondence must be left for 
duty and principle to decide, but the love that 
had existed without aliment for six years might 
trust now. And " hap what hap," there never 
was a happier man than my Fulk that evening. 
He was too joyous not to be universally charit- 
able. Nay, he called it a blessed fancy of 
Emily's that brought her here, as it was 
Emily's, and had brought him such bliss he 
could not quite scorn it, but he did not, could 
not believe in it as we did. It was culpable 
carelessness in Hester, but colonial people had 
been used to such health that they did not 
care about infection. But it was a glorious 
act of Emily's ! In fact the manly mind could 
believe nothing so horrible of any woman. 



M 
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CHAPTER VII. 



HUNTING. 



Emily told Mr. Dayman the whole truth. Poor 
fellow! he could not face Fulk again, and went 
back to Canada. 

No doubt Emily went through a great deal, 
but we never exactly knew what. 

Fulk wrote to Mrs. Deerhurst, stating that 
he hoped in four years' time to be able to 
purchase the farm, of which he had the lease, 
and without going into the past, asking her 
sanction to the engagement 

She sent a cold letter in answer, to desire 
that the impertinence should not be repeated. 
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And Emily wrote that her mother would 
not hear of the engagement, and she knew 
Fulk would not wish her to deceive or dis- 
obey, "And so we must trust one another 
still; but how sweet to do that!" 

And when any of us met her there were 

precious little words and looks, and Fulk 

meant to try again after the four years. In 

the meantime he was much respected, and 

had made himself a place of his own. It 

chafed Hester to perceive that though she 

had pulled us down she could not depress 

us after the first. She had lowered her 

position, too, by her marriage. At first 

Perrault was on his good behaviour, and 

made a favourable impression among the 

3econd-rate Shinglebay society Hester got 
round her ; but as the hopes of the 
title coming to her diminished, he kept 
less within bounds, did not treat her 
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well at home, and took to racing and 
gambling. 

I never could get Fulk to share my alarms 
about Alured, but he did not think Perrault's 
society fit for the boy, told Alured so, and 
forbade him to go to Spinney Lawn. But 
though Alured was much improved as to 
obedience, it was almost impossible to enforce 
this command. Hester had some strange fas- 
cination for him. She would fiercely caress 
him at times, and he knew she was his 
sister, and could not see why, when she was 
often alone, he should not be with her. The 
passion for Trevor was in full force, too, and 
the boys could not be content only to meet 
at the farm. We tried sending Alured to 
make visits from home in the holidays, but 
he did not like it, and he was not happy; 
his heart was with his home, and with 
Trevor. We tried having a tutor for the 
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spring holidays before he went to Eton, but 
it did not answer. He was not a sensible 
man, did not like dining in the keeping- 
room with the household, and though he 
did it, he sho\yed that he thought it a con- 
descension. 

Moreover, instead of attending to Alured^ 
he was always trying to flirt with Jaquetta, 
infinitely disturbing Arthur Cradock's peace ; 
and the end of it was, that Alured was a 
great deal more left to his own devices than 
ever he had been before, and exasperated} 

besides. 

■■ ■ » 

He was in that mood, when one day, as he 
was riding, along the lanes, he met Perrault 
and Trevor coming in from hunting. 

Alured had a very pretty pony, but he was 
growing rather large for it, and Fulk had 
promised that, if he worked well at Eton, he 
should have a lovely little Arab, that was 
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being trained by 3. dealer he knew ; and that 
another year, Fulk himself would go out hunt- 
ing with him. 

Perrault began to pity him for having missed 
the run. Why did not his brother take him 
out? Fulk*s old mare was a sort of elephant, 
and it was not convenient to get another horse 
just then. That Alured knew and explained, 
but he was pitied the more for being kept 
back, and Perrault ended by saying that if on 
the next hunting day he could meet them at 
the corner of the park, a capital mount should 
be there for him. 

The hour was attainable if Alured made 
haste with his studies, and he accepted gladly, 
and without compunction. Fulk had never in 
50 many words forbidden him, and besides 
Fulk had delegated his authority to the hateful 
tutor. 

But the next morning, before Alured was up, 
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Trevor was in his bedroom. "You won't go, 
Trevorsham ? " 

" Yes, I shall ; I*m not such a muff as to 
stay for that fellow." 

But I need not try to tell what passed, as 
of course I did not hear it ; I never so 
much as knew of it till long after, only Tre- 
vorsham was determined, and Trevor tried 
all round the due arguments of principle, 
honour, and duty; but Alured had worked 
up a schoolboy self-justification on all points, 
and besides had the stronghold of "I will," 
and "I don't care." 

Then Trevor told him, under his breath, he 
was sure it was not a safe horse. But my 
high-spirited boy laughed this to scorn. " And 
perhaps he'll play you some trick," added 
Trevor. But Trevorsham was still undaunted 
in his self-will, till Trevor resolutely announced 
his determination, if nothing else would stop 
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it, of going at once to Fulk, and informing 
him. 

The boy endured all the rage and scorn 
that a threat so contrary to all schoolboy 
codes of honour and friendship might deserve. 
• I believe Alured struck him, but at any rate 
Trevor Lea gained his point, though at the 
cost of a desperate quarrel. 

Alured held aloof and sulked at him for 
the remaining fortnight at home, and only 
vouchsafed the explanation to us that "Lea 
was a horrid little sneak, and he had done 
with him." 

They did not make it up till they met in the 
same house at Eton, and then, though Trevor 
was placed far above Alured, they became as 
friendly as ever. In fact, I believe, Alured, 
having imprudently denominated himself by 
his full title, was having it kicked out of him, 
when the fortunate possessor of the mono- 
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syllabic name came, and stood by him and 
made common cause, to the entire renewing 
of love. 

Poor Trevor! his was a dreary home. His 
mother loved him passionately, but she 
was an anxious, worn, disappointed woman, 
always craving, restless and expectant of 
something, and Perrault was always tor- 
menting her for money. He was deeply 
in debt, and though he could not touch 
the bulk of her fortune — neither, indeed, 
could she, as it was conveyed to trustees — • 
he was always demanding money of her, 
and bullying her ; while matters grew worse 
and worse, and they were in danger of 
having to let Spinney Lawn and go to live 
abroad. 

As to keeping Trevor at Eton that was 
becoming impossible; At Christmas the tutor 
•consulted Fulk about how he should get Lea's 
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bills paid, and intimated that he must not 
return pnless this were done. 

And poor Trevor himself had little com- 
fort except with us. We encouraged him to 
come to us, for we had all come to have 
a very real love for the dear lad himself, 
and we saw he was unhappy at home ; be- 
sides that, it was the only way of keeping 
Alured contented. 

Trevor had entirely left off inviting Alured 
to Spinney Lawn. Partly, he was too gentle- 
manly and good a boy not to be ashamed 
of the men who hung about the stables; 
and besides, we now perceive that the 
5ame awful impression that was on Emily 
Deerhurst was upon him, and that he had 
a sense that Trevorsham was regarded in 
a manner that made his presence there a 
peril. 

He was but a boy, and it was an undefined 
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horror, and he never breathed a word of it ; 
but oh, there was a weight on that young 
brow, an anxious look about the face, and 
though now and then he would be all joy and 
fun, still there was the older, more sorrowful 
look about him. 

We thought he was grieving at not going 
back to Eton, and Fulk was living in 
hopes of an answer to the letter he had 
written to Francis Dayman about it, but 
that was not all. One day — Christmas Eve 
it was — Mr. Cradock, on coming into the 
church to look at the holly wreaths, 
found Trevor kneeling on his father's grave- 
stone in the pavement, sobbing as if his 
heart was breaking, and heard between the 
sobs a broken prayer about " Forgive " — 
"don't let them do it" — "turn mother's 
heart." 

Then Mr. Cradock went out of hearing, but 
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he waited for the boy outside, and asked if he 
could do anything for him. 

"No." Trevor shook his head, thanked him, 
and grew reserved. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



DUCK SHOOTING. 



Alured'S thirteenth birthday was on the loth 
of January, and he had extracted a promise 
from Fulk, to take him duck-shooting to the 
mouth of our little river. 

Nothing can be prettier than our* tide river 
by day, with the retreating banks overhung 
with trees, the long-legged herons standing in 
the firs, looking like toys in a German box ; 
while the breadth of blue water reflects the 
trees that bend down to it. 

But, on a winter's night, to creep in perfect 
silence and lie still under an overhanging 
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.bank, not daring to make a sound, till you 
could get a shot at the ducks disporting them- 
selves in the moonlight, on the frozen mud 
on the banks ! Such an occupation could only 
be endurable under the name of sport. 

However, Fulk and Bertram had had their 
time, and now Alured was having the infec- 
tion in his turn ; but Trevor was driven over 
to spend the day, much mortified that he had 
a bad broken chilblain, which made his boots 
unwearable, and it was the more disappointing, 
that it was a very hard frost, and there was 
a report' that some wild swans had been 
seen on the river. 

But in the course of the day Jaquetta routed 
out a pair of India rubber boots which, with 
worsted stockings beneath, did not press the 
chilblains at all, and after having spent all the 
day in snow-balling and building forts, Trevor 
declared himself far from lame, and resolved 
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not to lose the fun. He had not come 
equipped, so Alured put him into an old 
grey coat and cap of his own, and merrily 
they started in the frosty moonlight, with 
dashes of snow lying under the hedges, 
and everything intensely light. Fulk grum- 
bling in fun at being dragged away from 
his warm fire, and pretending to be grown 
old, the boys shouting to one another full 
of glee, all the dogs in the yard clamour- 
ing because only the wise old retriever, 
Captain, was allowed to be of the party ; 
Arthur Cradock making ridiculous mistakes 
on purpose between the uncle and nephew, 
Trevorsham and Sham Trevor, as he called 
them. 

Alas! Nay, shall I say alas, or only be 
thankful > 

'J 

They had been gone some time when we 
heard a rapid tread coming towards the porch. 

N 
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Something in the very sound thrilled Jaquetta 
and me at once with dismay. We darted out, 
and saw Brand, the head gamekeeper in the 
park. 

" Never fear, my lady ; thank God," he said, 
"my lord is quite safe. It is poor Master 
Lea who is hurt; and Mr. Torwood sent me 
up for some brandy, and a mattress, and a 
lantern, and some cloths." 

That assured us that he was alive, and we 
ran to fulfil the request in the utmost haste, 
without asking further questions, and sending 
off Sisson to ride for the poor mother, 
and to go on to Shinglebay for the doctor, 
though, to our comfort, we knew that 
Arthur had almost finished his surgical educa- 
tion, and was sure to know what was to be 
done. 

"A stray shot," we said again and again to 
each other; and we called Nurse Rowe, and 
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made up a bed in Alured's old nursery, 

and lighted a fire, and were all ready, with 

hearts beating heavy with suspense before the 

steps came back — my poor Alured first, as 
we held the door open. How pale his face 

looked ! and his brows were drawn with 
horror, and his steps dragging, saying not 
a word, but trembling, as he came and held 
by me, with one hand on my waist, while 
Fulk and Sisson carried in the mattress, 
Arthur Cradock at the side, and Perrault, 
who had joined them, walking behind with 
the flask. 

Dear Trevor lay white with sobbing breath 
and closed eyes, the cloths and mattress 
soaked through and through with blood. 
They put him down on the keeping-room 
table, and Arthur poured more brandy into 
his mouth. 

I said something of the room being ready 
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but Arthur said very low " He is dying — internal 
bleeding;" and when Jaquetta asked " Can no- 
thing be done ?" he answered, " Nothing but to 
leave him still." 

" Trevorsham," murmured the feeble voice, 
and Alured was close to him ; " Ally ! you are 
all right!" and then again, as Alured assured 
him he would be better — " No, I shan't ; I'm 

• 

so glad it wasn't you. I always thought he'd 
do it some day, and now you're quite safe, I 
want to thank God." 

We did not understand those words then ; 
we did soon. 

The weak voice rambled on, " to thank God ; 
but oh, it hurts so — I can't — I will when I get 
there." Then presently " Mother !" 

" She'll come very soon," said Alured. 

"Mother! oh, mother! Trevorsham, don't 
let them know. O Trev., promise, pro- 
mise ! '* 
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" Promise what ? I promise, whatever it is ! 
Only tell me," entreated Alured. 

" Take care of her — of mother. Don't 

let " and then his eyes met Perrault's, 

and a shudder came all over him, which 
brought the end nearer ; and all another 
spoonful of brandy could do was to enable 
him to say something in Alured's ear, and 
then a broken word or two — " forgive — 
glad — pray ; " and when we all knelt and 
Fulk did say the Lord's Prayer, and a 
verse or two more, there was a peaceful 
loving look at Fulk and Jaquetta and me, 
and then the whisper of the Name that 
is above every name, as a glad brightness 
came over the face, and the eyes looked 
upwards, and so grew set in their gaze, 
and there was the sound one never can 
forget. 

Nurse Rowe laid her hand on Alured's 
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neck, as he knelt with his head close to 
Trevor's. Fulk and I looked at each other, 
and we knew that all was over. 

They had tried in vain to check the bleed- 
ing. No one could have done more than 
Arthur had done, but a main artery had been 
injured, and nothing could have saved him. 
He had said nothing after the first cry, 
except when he saw Alured's grief. "Never 
mind ; I'm glad it was not you. " And 
once or twice, as they carried him home, 
he had begged to be put down, though 
they durst not attend to the entreaty, and 
Arthur did not think he had suffered much 
pain. 

It jarred that just as we would have 
knelt -for one silent prayer, Perrault's voice 
broke'^on us. " Ah ! poor boy, it is better 
than if it lasted longer! I saw that half- 
witted fellow, Billy Blake about. So I 
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don*t wonder at anything; but of course it 
was a mere accident, and I shall not 
press it." 

Scarcely hearing him, I had joined Mrs. 
Rowe in the endeavour to detach Alured from 
his dear companion, when there was poor 
Hester among us, with open horror-stricken 
eyes, and a wild, frightful shriek as she leapt 
forward ; and no words can describe the misery 
of her voice as she called on her boy to look at 
her, and speak to her— gathering him into her 
bosom with a passionate, desperate clasp, that 
seemed almost an outrage on the calm awful 
stillness of the innocent child ; and Alured 
involuntarily cried, " Oh, don't," while Fulk 
spoke to her kindly ; but just then she saw 
her husband, and sprang on her feet, her eyes 
flashing, her hands stretched out, while she 
screamed out, " You here } You dare to 
come here.? You, who killed him!" Fulk 
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caught her arm, saying, " Hush ! Hester ; 
come away. It was a lamentable accident, 
but " 

" Oh !" the laugh she gave was the most 
horrible thing I ever heard. "Accident! I 
tell you it has been his one thought to make 
accidents for Trevorsham! And he hated 
my child — my dear, noble, beautiful, only 
one! He made him miserable, and murdered 
him at last!" 

She gave another passionate kiss to the 
cheeks, and then just as I hoped she was 
going to let us lead her away, she darted 
from us, rushed past Mr. Cradock who was 
entering the porch, and in another moment, 
he hurrying after her, saw her rush down the 
steep grassy slope, and fling herself into the 
swollen rapid stream. 

His shout brought them all out, and Fulk 
found him too in the river, holding her, and 
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struggling with the stream, which winter had 
made full and violent, and the black darkness 
of the shadows made it hard to find any land- 
ing place, and he was nearly swept away before 
it was possible to get them out of the river; 
and Fulk was as completely drenched as he 
was when they brought poor Hester, quite un- 
conscious, up to the house, and brought her 
to the room that had been prepared for her 
son; and there Dr. Brown and Arthur gave 
us plenty to do in filling hot-water baths and 
warming flannels, or rubbing the icy hands 
and feet. Only that constant need of exertion 
could have borne us through the horror of it 
all. But it was not over yet. There was 
a call of "Ursula," and as I ran down, 
I found Fulk standing at the bottom of 
the stairs with Alured in his arms looking 
like death ! 

I found him on the parlour sofa, the little 
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window and the escritoire open ! Fulk said 
breathlessly, " the villain !" 

" Tm not hurt," said dear Alured's voice, 
faintly, but reassuringly, " Oh ! put me down, 
Fulk." 

We did put him down on the floor — there 
was no other place — with his head on my 
lap, and I found strange voices asking him 
what Perrault had done to him. " Oh ! 
nothing! 'twasn't that. Yes, he's gone, out 
by the window." 

He swallowed some wine and then sat up, 
leaning against me as I sat at the bottom of 
the stairs, quite himself again, and assuring us 
that he was not hurt ; Perrault never touched 
him — " Threatened you, then," said Fulk. 

"No," said Alured, as if he hadn't spirit 
to be indignant ; " I meant him to get 
off." 

" Lord Trevorsham !" cried a voice in great 
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displeasure, and I saw that Mr. Halsted, the 
nearest magistrate, was standing over us. 

" He told me — Trevor did " — said Alured. 

" Told you to assist the murderer to escape !** 
exclaimed Mr. Halsted. 

Alured let his head fall back, and would 
not answer, and Fulk said, "There is no need 
for him to speak at present, is there.? The 
constable and the rest are gone after Perrault, 
but I do not yet know what has directed the 
suspicion against him." 

And then at the stairfoot, for there was no 
other place to go to, we came to an under- 
standing, the two gentlemen and Brand the 
keeper standing, and I seated on the step 
with my boy lying against me. I could not 
trust him out of my sight* nor, indeed, was 
he fit to be left. 

It seems that Brand had been uneasy about 
the number of shooters whom the report 
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of the swans had attracted; and though the 
bank of the river was not Trevorsham 
ground, he had kept along on the border of 
the covers higher up the hill, to guard his 
hares and pheasants. 

Thus he had seen everything distinctly in 
the moonlight against the snowy bank below; 
and he had observed one figure in particular, 
moving stealthily along, in a parallel line with 
that which he knew our party would take, 
though they were in shadow, and he could 
not see them. 

Suddenly, a chance shot fired somewhere 
made all the ducks fly up. A head and 
shoulders that Brand took for his young lord's, 
appeared beyond the shadow, beside Fulk*s; 
and, at the same moment, he saw the man 
whom he had been watching level his gun 
from behind, and fire. Then came the cry, 
and Brand running down in horror himself. 
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was amazed to see this person doing the 

same, and when they came up with the group, 

he recognised Perrault ; and found, at the same 
time, that Trevor was the sufferer, and that 

Lord Trevorsham was safe. He then would 

have thought it an accident, but for Perrault's 

own needless wonder, whence the shot came, 

and that same remark, that Billy Blake, the 

half-witted son of a farmer, was about that 

night. 

# 

Brand, a shrewd fellow, restrained his reply, 
that Mr. Perrault knew most about it himself. 
He saw that the most pressing need was to 
obey Fulk in fetching necessaries from our 
house, and that Perrault meant to disarm 
suspicion by treating it as an accident, so he 
thought it best to go off to a magistrate 
with his story, before giving any alarm ; 
feeling certain, as he said, that the shot had 
been meant for the Earl ; as indeed, Perrault's 
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first exclamation on coming up showed that 
he too had expected to find Trevorsham the 
wounded one. 

Mr. Halsted had sent for the constable and 
came at once, though even then inclined 
to doubt whether Brand had not imputed 
accident to malice. But Perrault*s flight had 
settled that question. During the confusion^ 
while Hester was being carried upstairs, the 
miscreant had the opportunity of speaking to 

the child. 

" Drowned ! No, she is not drowned ; but 

she may be the other thing if you don't get me 

off! What, don't you understand? Let the 

law lay a finger on me, and what is to hinder 

me from telling how your sweet sister has been 

plotting to get you — ^yes, you, out of the way 

of her darling. No, you needn't fear, there's 

nothing to get by it now. Lucky for you you 

brought the poor boy out, when I thought him 
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safe by the fire nursing his chilblain. But 
mind this, if I am arrested, all the story shall 
come out. I'll not swing alone. If I fired, she 
pointed the gun ! And you may judge if that 
was what poor Trevor meant by his mutterings 
to you about * mother.' " 

"But what do you want?" Alured asked. 
He had backed up against the wall; he was 
past being frightened, but he felt numb and 
sick with horror, and ready to do anything 
to get the wretch out of his sight. 

" I want a clear way out of the house and 
all the cash you can get together. What! no 
more than that.^ I'd not be a lord to be 
kept so short. Find me some more." 

Alured knew I should forgive him, and he 
took my key from my basket, unlocked the 
escritoire, and gave him my purse of house- 
hold money, undid the shutters, and helped 
Perrault to squeeze himself through the little 
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parlour window ; and then, as he said, some- 
thing came over him, and he just reached the 
sofa, and knew no more. 

He did not tell all this about Hester be- 
fore Mr. Halsted ; only when Fulk, finding 
how shaken he was, had carried him upstairs, 
and we had taken him to his room, he asked 
anxiously whether anyone had heard Hester 
say that dreadful thing, and added, "Then 
if Mr. Perrault gets away no one will know 
— about her." 

"Was that why you helped him.^" we 
asked. 

" Trevor told me to take care of her," he 
said ; and then he told us of Perrault's argu- 
ments, but we ought not to have let him talk 
of them that night, for it brought back the 
shuddering and sobbing, and the horror seemed 
to come upon him, so that there was no sooth- 
ing him or getting him calm till the doctor 
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mixed an anodyne draught; and let it go as 
it would with Hester, I never left my boy 
till I had crooned him to sleep, as in the old 
times. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

TREVOR'S LEGACY. 

Jaquetta bore the brunt of that night, and 
showed the stuff she was made of, for poor 
Hester had only revived to fall into a most 
frightful state of delirium, raving and struggling 
so that the doctor and Arthur could hardly 
hold her. 

So it went on for hours, Alured the only 
creature asleep in the house, and we not daring 
to send for any help from without, poor Hester's 
exclamations were so dreadful. 

Poor Alured ! his waking was sad enough ! 
He had loved Trevor with all his heart, and 
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the wonder that anyone could be so wicked 
oppressed him almost as much as the grief. 
The remnants of the opiate hung upon him, 
too, and he lay about all day, hardly rousing 
himself to speak or look, but giddily and 
drowsy. 

Not till the inquest was it perceived how 
cleverly Perrault had taken hfs measures, so 
that had he not made the mistake between the 
two boys, he would scarcely have been sus- 
pected: certainly not but for Brandos having 
watched him. 

The report of the wild swans was traced to 
him. No doubt it was as an excuse for a heavier 
charge, for poor Trevor was wounded with shot 
that would not have been used merely for 
ducks, and besides, the other shooters it at- 
tracted would be likely to make detection less 
easy. Indeed, Fulk had seen that there were 
enough men about to spoil their sport, and 



ORy URSULA'S NARRATIVE. 197 

but for the boys' eagerness, would have turned 
back. 

Moreover it was proved that Perrault had in 
the course of the morning met Billy Blake, and 
asked him if he meant to bag the swan — if 
he followed the young lord's party and fired 
when they did, he would be sure to bring 
something down. He did not know that the 
Blakes never let the poor fellow load his old 
gun with anything but powder. 

Then his joining the horrified group, as if he 
had been merely after the ducks, and had been 
attracted by the cry, had entirely deceived 
us; and but for Hester's accusation, Brand's 
evidence, and his own flight, together with all 
the past, might have continued to do so. 

He had gone to his own house, as it after- 
wards turned out, entered so quietly that the 
listening, watching servants never heard him, 
collected all the valuables he could easily carry 
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away, changed his dress, and gone off before 
the search had followed him thither. 

A verdict of wilful murder was returned 
against him at the inquest, but it is very 
doubtful whether he could have been con- 
victed of anything but manslaughter ; for even 
if the intention could have been proved, without 
his wife, whose evidence was inadmissible, the 
malice was not directed against his victim, but 
against Trevorsham. We could not but feel 
it a relief day by day, that nothing was heard 
of him ; for who could tell what disclosures 
there might be about the poor thing who 
lay, delirious, needing perpetual watchfulness. 
Arthur devoted himself to the care of her, 
and never left us, or I do not see how we 
could have gone through it all. 

Alured was well again, but inert and crushed, 
and heartless about doing anything, except 
that he walked over to Spinney Lawn, and 
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brought home Trevor's dog, to which he gave 
himself up all day, and insisted on having it 
in his room at night. 

The burial was in the vault — nobody attended 
but Fulk and Alured, not even Arthur, for 
though the poor mother was not aware of 
what was going on, it was such a dreadful 
•day with her, that he durst not leave us 
•alone to the watch. It was enough to break 
one's heart to stand by the window and hear 
her wandering on about her Trevor coming to 
his place, and not being kept from his position ; 
while we watched the little coffin carried across 
the field by the labouring men, with those 
two walking after it. Our boy's first funeral 
was that of the friend who had died in his 
stead. 

We were glad to send him back to Eton, 
out of the sound of his poor sister's voice; 
though he went off very mournfully, declaring 



200 LADY HESTER; 

that he should be even more wretched there 
without Trevor than he was at home; and 
that he never should do any good without 
him. But there he was wrong, I am thankful 
to say. Dear Trevor was more a guide ta 
him dead than living. Trevor's chief Eton 
friend, young Maitland, a good, high-principled> 
clever boy, a little older, who had valued him 
for what he was, while passing Alured by as 
a foolish, idle little swell, took pity upon him 
in the grief and dejection of his loss — did 
for him all and more than Trevor could do, 
and has been the friend and blessing of 
his life, aiding the depth and earnestness 
that seemed to pass into our dear child as he 
hung over the dying lad. Yes, Trevor Lea 
and John Maitland did for our Trevorsham 
what all our love and care had never been 
able to do. 

Meantime Hester's illness took its course. 
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The chill of that icy water had done great 
harm, and there was much inflammation at 

first, leaving such oppression of breath that 

permanent injury to the lungs was expected, 

and therefore it was all the sadder to see the 

dumb despair with which she returned to 

understanding, I can hardly say to memory, 

for I believe she had never lost it for a 

moment. 

Hopeless, heedless, reckless, speechless, she 
was a passive weight, lying or sitting, eating or 
drinking as she was bidden, but not making 
any manifestation of preference or dislike, save 
that she turned rigidly and sullenly away from. 
any attempt to read prayers to her. 

She asked no questions, attempted no em- 
ployment, but seemed to care for nothing, and 
for weeks uttering nothing but a "yes," "no," 
or a mechanical "thank you." jaquetta tried 
to caress her, by force of nursing and pity* 
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Jaquetta really had come to a warm tender 
love for her, but she sullenly pushed away the 

sweet face, and turned aside. 

We never ventured to leave her alone, and 
this, after a time, began to vex her. She bade 
us go down once or twice, and tried to send 
away Mrs. Rowe ; and at last, when she found 
it was never permitted, she broke out angrily 
one day, "You are very absurd to take so 
much trouble to hinder what cannot make any 
difference." 

It made one's blood run cold, and yet it was 
a relief that the silence was broken. I can't 
tell what I said, only I implored her not to 
think so, and told her that her having been 
rescued was a sign that Heaven would have 
her repent and come back, but she laughed 
that horrible laugh. " Do you think I repent .?" 
she said ; " No, only .that I left it to that 
fool ! I should have made no mistakes." 
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I was too much horrified to do anything but 
hide my eyes and pray. I thought I did not 
do so obviously, but Hester saw or guessed, 
stamped at me, and said, " Don't ; I will^ not 
have it done. It is mockery !" 

" Happily you cannot prevent our doing 

that, my poor Lady Hester," I said. 

" All I wish you to do is, what you 

would do if you had a spark of natural 

feeling." 

" What ? " I asked, bewildered at this apparent 
accusation of unkindness. 

"Leave me to myself. Send me from your 
door. Not oppress me with this ridiculou^ 
burthensome care and attention, all out of the 
family pride you still keep up in the Trevors ! " 
she sneered. 

"No, Hester. Sister Hester, will you not 
believe it is love ? " I said, thinking that if she 
would believe that we loved her and forgave 
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her, it might help her to believe that her 
Father above did. I had never called her by 
her name alone before; but I thought it 
might draw her nearer; but it made her only 
fiercer. 

"Nonsense," she said, "I know better." 

And then she fell into the same deadly 
gloom; but I think she had almost a wild 
animal's longing for solitude; for she made a 
solemn promise not to attempt her life if we 
would only leave her alone ! 

And we did, though we took care someone 
was within hearing ; for she was still very weak, 
and we had not a bell in the house, except a 
little hand one on the table. 

So the Easter holidays drew on, and she was 
still far too weak and unwell for any thought 
of moving her; so that we were in trouble 
about Alured's holidays, not liking him to 
come home to a house of illness that would 
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renew his sorrow, and advising him to accept 
some invitations from his schoolfellows ; but 
he wrote that he particularly wished to come 
home — ^he could not bear to be away, and 
Maitland wanted to see the place and know 
all about dear Lea, so might he bring him 
home ? 

We were only too glad to consent, and 
I had gone to sleep with Jaquetta, so as 
to make room — feeling very happy over 
the best school report of our boy we had 
ever had, though not the best we were to 
have. 

He spent two or three days at Mr. Maitland's 
in London, and then he and his friend, John, 
came on here.. 

The railway did not come within twenty 
miles then, and they had to post from it in 
flies. How delightful it was to see the tall 
hat and wide white collar, as he stood up fn 
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the open fly, signalling to us, and pointing^ 
us out to his friend. Only, what must it 
have been to the poor sufferer in the room 
above ? 

Oh ! did not one's heart go out in prayer 
for her ! 

Out jumped Alured among all of us, and 

all the dogs at the garden gate ; and the first 

thing, after his kiss to us all, was to turn ta 

the fly and take out a flower-pot with a 

»• 
beautiful delicate forced rose in it. 

" Where's Hester ? " he said. 

"My dear child, she has not left her room 
yet." 

" She IS well enough for me to take 
this to her, I suppose t " he said. " He 
always did get some flower like this to bring 
home to her, you know, she liked them so 
much." 

It was just his one idea that Trevor had 
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told him to take his place to her. We looked 
doubtfully at each other, but Fulk quietly 
said, "Yes, you may go." And added, as 
the boy went off, " It can do no harm to her 
in the end, poor thing!" 

" To her, no ; that was not my fear." 

There was Alured, almost exactly what 
Trevor had been when last she saw him, with 
his bright sweet honest face over the rose, 
running up the stairs, knocking, and coming 
in with his boyish, " Good morning, Hester, 
I do hope you are better ; " and bending 
down with his fresh brotherly kiss on her 
poor hot forehead, " I've got this rose 
for you, the bud will be out in a day or 
two." 

If ever there was a modern version of St.. 
Dorothy's roses it was there. 

That boy's kiss and his gift touched the 
place in her heart. She caught him passion- 
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ately in her arms, and held him till he almost 
lost breath, and then she held him off from 
her as vehemently. 

"Boy — ^Trevorsham — what do you come to 
me for?" 

"He told me," said Alured, half dismayed. 

"Besides, you are my sister." 

" Sister, indeed ! Don't you know we 
would have killed you.?" 

" Never mind that," said Alured, with an 
odd sort of readiness. "You are my sister 
all the same, and oh — if you would let me 
try to be a little bit of Trevor to you, though 
I know I can't " 

"You — ^who must hate me.?" 

"No," said he, "I always did like you, 
Hester ; and I've been thinking about you all 
the half— whenever I thought of him." 

And as the tears came into the boy's eyes, 
the blessed weeping came at last to Hester. 
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He thought he had done her harm, for she 
cried till she was absolutely spent, sick, faint 
and weak as a child. 

But she was like a child, and when her head 
was on the pillow she begged for Trevorsham 
to wish her good-night. I think she tried to 
fancy his kiss was Trevor's. 

Any way the bitter black despair was 
gone from that time. She believed in and 
accepted his kindness like a sort of after 
glow from Trevor's love. Perhaps it did 
her the more good that after all he was 
only a boy, sometimes forgot her, and 
sometimes hurried after his own concerns, 
so that there was more excitement in it 
than if it had been the steady certain ten- 
derness of an older person on which she 

could reckon. 

She certainly cared for no one like Trevor- 
sham. She even came downstairs that she 

p 
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might see him more constantly, and while he 

was at home, she seemed to think of no 

one else. But she had softened to us all, 

and accepted us as her belongings, in a 

matter-of-course kind of way. Only when 

he was gone did she one day say in a 

heavy dreary tone^ that she must soon be 

leaving us. 

But I told her, as we had agreed, that she 

was very far from well enough to go away 

alone ; for indeed, it was true that disease of 

the lungs had set in, and to send her away 

to languish and die alone was not to be 

thought of. 

My answer made her look up to me, and 

say, "I don*t see why you should all be so 

good to me ! Do you know how I have 

hated you ?" 

I could not help smiling a little at that, 

it had so little to do with the matter; but I 
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bent down and kissed her, the first time I had 
ever done so. 

"I don't understand it," she said, and then 
pushing me away suddenly. 

" No ! you cannot know, that I — I — ^I was 
the first to devise mischief against that boy. 
Perrault would never have thought of it, but 
for me ! Now, you see whom you are harbour- 
ing ! Perhaps, you thought it all Perrault's 
doing." 

"No, we did not," I said. 

"And you still cherish me! I — ^who drove 
you from your home and rank, and came 
from wishing the death of your darling, to 
contriving it!" 

I told her we knew it. And at last, after 
a long long silence, she looked up from her 
joined hands, and said, "If I may only see 
my child again, even from the other side of 
the great gulf, I would be ready for any 
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torment ! It would be no torment to me, so 
I saw him ! Do you think I shall be allowed, 
Ursula?" 

How I longed for more power, more words 
to tell her how infinitely more mercy there 
was than she thought of! I don't think she 
took it in then, but the beginning was made, 
and she turned away no more from what she 
looked on at first as a means of bringing her 
to her boy, but by-and-by became even more 
to her. 

Gradually she told how the whole history 
had come about. She had thought nothing 
of the discovery of her birth till her boy was 
born, but from that time the one thought of 
seeing him in the rank she thought his due 
had eaten into her heart. She had loved 
her husband before, but his resistance had 
chafed her, and gradually she felt it an in- 
justice and cruelty, and her love and respect 



ORy URSULA'S NARRATIVE. 213 

withered away, till she regarded him as an 
obstacle. And when she had spent her 
labour on the voyage, and obtained recogni- 
tion from her father — behold ! Alured's exist- 
ence deprived her of the prize almost within 
her grasp. 

A settled desire for the poor baby's death 
was the consequence, kept up by the con- 
tinued reports of his danger. Till that time 
she had prayed. Then a sense that Heaven 

was unjust to her and her boy filled her with 
grim rebellion, and she prayed no more; and 

Perrault, by his constant return to the subject 

and speculations on it, kept her mind on it far 

more. 

But Alured lived, and every time she saw 

him she half hated him, half loved him ; hated 

him as standing in her son's light, loved him 

because she could not help loving Trevor's 

shadow. ' 
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That day, when Emily met them — it had 
been a sudden impulse — Alured had been 
talking to her about his plans for Trevor's 
birthday; and, as he spoke of that street, 
the wild thought came over her how easily 
a fever might yet sweep him away. And 
yet she says, all down the street, she was 
trying to persuade herself to forget Emily's 
warning, and to disbelieve in the infection. 
After all, she thought, even if she had not 
met Emily, she should have made some excuse 
for turning back, such a pitiful thought came 
of the fair, fresh face flushing and dying. 

But it was prevented, only it left fruits; for 
Perrault had heard what passed between her 
and Trevorsham. " Did you take him to the 
shop ? " he asked. And when she mentioned 
Miss Deerhursfs reminder, he said, "Ah! that 
game wants skill and coolness to carry it 
out." 
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She says that was almost all that passed 
in so many words ; but from that time she 
never doubted that Perrault would take any 
opportunity of occasioning danger to. Trevor- 
sham ; and, strange to say, she lived in a 
continued agony, half of hope, half of terror 
and grief and pity, her longing for Trevor's 
promotion, balanced by the thought of the 
grief he would suffer for his friend. Any 
time those five years she told me she 
thought that had she seen Perrault hurting 
him, she should have rushed between to 
save him ; and yet in other moods, when 
she planned for her son, she would herself 
have done anything to sweep Alured from his 
path. 

And the frequent discussion with Perrault 
of plans depending on the possession of the 
Trevorsham property, kept the consciousness 
of his purpose before her, and as debt and 
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desperation grew, she was more and more 
sure of it. 

That last day, when Trevor had been driven 
away, lamenting his inability to go out duck 
shooting, Perrault had quietly said in the late 
evening, "I shall take a turn in the salt 
marshes to-night — opportunities may offer." 

The wretch ! Fulk thinks he said so to 
implicate her. 

At any rate it left her shuddering with dread 
and remorse, yet half triumphant at the notioa 
of putting an end to Fulk's power over the 
estate, and of installing her son as heir of 
Trevorsham. 

She had no fears for him, she trusted to his 
lame foot to detain him, and said to herself 
that if it was to be, he would be spared the 
sight. She was growing jealous of his love for 
Alured and of us, and had a fierce glad hope of 
getting him more to herself 
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And then ! oh ! poor Hester ! 
No wonder her desire was to be 

Anywhere, anywhere, 
Out of the world. 

But out of all the anguish, the remorse^ 

the despair, repentance grew at last. Love 
seemed to open the heart to it. The 

sense of infinite redeeming love penetrated 

at last, and trust in pardon, and with pardon 

came peace. Peace grew on her, through 

increasing self-condemnation, and bearing her 

up as the bodily powers failed more and 

more. 
There is little more to say. She was a 

dear and precious charge to us, and as she 

grew weaker, she also became more cheerful! 

and even that terrible, broken-hearted sense of 

bereavement calmed. 

She found out about Jaquetta and Arthur^ 
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and took great interest in his arrangements for 
getting a partnership at Shinglebay. 

" And Hester," said Jaquetta, " it is so 
lucky for me that I came down from being 
a fine lady. I might never have known 
Arthur ; and if I had, what an absurd 
creature I should have been as a poor man's 
wife ! " 

As to the Deerhursts, the mother sent a 

servant once or twice to inquire, but never 
came herself to see her dear friend ; and Miss 

Prior took care to tell us that there were 

horrid whispers about, that Hester had known, 

and if not, Mrs. Deerhurst could not have on 

her visiting list the wife of a man with a 

warrant out against him ! She thought it 

very unfeeling in us to harbour her. 

But Emily came. Hester had a great 

longing to thank her for checking her on 

that walk to the scarlet-fever place, and asked 
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Jaquetta one day to write to her and beg her 
to come to see a dying woman. 

Emily showed the note to her mother, and 
did not ask leave. The white doe had become 
a much more valiant animal. 

Hester had liked Emily even while Emily 
shrank from her, and she now realized what 
she had inflicted upon her and Fulk. 

She asked Emily's pardon for it, as she 
had asked Fulk's, and said that when she was 
gone she hoped all would come right. Of 
course the old position could not be restored, 
but she knew now why Joel Lea had such an 
instinct against it. 

" I feel," she once said, " as if Satan had 
offered me all this for my soul, and I had 
taken the bargain. Aye, and if God's provi- 
dence had allowed our wicked purpose, he 
would have had it too. My husband ! he 
prayed for me ! and my boy did too." 
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She always called Joel Lea " my husband '* 
now, and thought and talked much of their 
early love and his warnings. I think the 
way she had saddened his later years grieved 
her as much as anything, and all her affection 
seemed revived. 

She lingered on, never leaving the house 
indeed, but not much worse, till the year had 
come round again, and we loved her more 
each day we nursed her. And when the end 
came suddenly at last, we mourned as for a 
dear sister. 

Perrault wrote once — a threatening, swagger- 
ing letter from America, demanding hush- 
money. It did not come till she was too ill 
to open it — only in the last week before her 
death, and it was left till we settled her 
affairs. 

Then Fulk wrote and told him of the verdict 
against him, and recommended him to let him- 
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self be heard of no more. And he took the 
advice. 

We found that dear Hester had left all the . 
fortune, ;^ 30,000, which had been settled on 
herself and Trevor, to be divided equally 
between us three. Nor had we any scruple in 
profiting by it. 

Trevorsham had enough, and it was what 
my father would have given us if he could. 

It was enough to make Jaquetta and her 
young Dr. Cradock settle down happily and 
prosperously on the practice they bought. 

And enough too, together with Emily's 
strong quiet determination, to make Mrs. 
Deerhurst withdraw her opposition. Daughters 
of twenty-nine years old may get their own 
way. 

Moreover a drawing-room and dining-room 
were built on to Skimping's Lawn, though 
Alured declares they have spoilt the place, and 
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nothing ever was so jolly as the keeping- 
room. 

We had a beautiful double wedding in the 
summer, in our old church, and since that I 
have come to make the old Hall home-like to 
my boy in the holidays. 

We are very happy together when he comes 
home, and fills the house with his young 
friends ; and if it feels too large and empty 
for me in his absence, I can always walk 
down for a happy afternoon with Emily, or 
go and make a longer visit to Jaquetta. 

And I don't think, as a leader of the fashion, 
she would have been ' half so happy as the 
motherly, active, ready-handed doctor's wife. 

But best of all to me, are those quiet 
moments when Alured's earnest spirit shows 
itself, and he talks out what is in his heart ; 
that it is a great responsibility to stand in the 
place such a man as Fulk would have had — 
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yes — and to have been saved at the cost of 
Trevor's life. 

I believe the pure, calm remembrance of 
Trevor Lea's life will be his guiding star, and 
that he will be worthy of it. 



THE END. 
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— A Man's Story. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

**Lady Barker is endowed with a rare and delicate gift fir nar^ 
retting stories^ — she has the faculty of throwing even into her 
printed narrative a soft and pleasant tone^ which goes far to make 
the reader think the subject or the matter immaterial^ so long cts the 
author will go on telling stories for his benefit." — ATHENiEUM. 

STORIES ABOUT:— With Six lUustrations. Third Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 4j. 6d, 

This volume contains several entertaining stories about Monkeys^ 
ydmaica, Camp Life, Dogs, Boys^ &*c, '* TTiere is not a tale in 
the book which can fail to please children as well as their elders,*^ 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

A CHRISTMAS CAKE IN FOUR QUARTERS. With Hlus- 
trations by Jellicoe. Third Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 

In this little volume^ Lady Barker ^ whose reputation as a delightful 
story-teller is established^ narrates four pleasant stories shozving 
how the *^ Great Birth-day^"* is kept in the **Four Quarters** of 
the globCf — in England, Jamaica, India, and New Zealand. The 
volume is illustrated by a number of well-executed cuts, ** Contains 
just the stories that children should be told. * Christmas Cake * is 
a delightful Christmas book,** — GLOBE. 

RIBBON STORIES. With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. 
Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4^. dd. 

* * We cannot too highly commend. It is exceedingly happy and original 
in the plan, and the graceful fancies of its pages, merry and pathetic 
turns, will be found the best reading by girls of all ages, and by 
boys too.''* — Times. 

Bell.— ROMANCES AND MINOR POEMS. By Henry 
Glassford Bell. Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 
** Full of life and gmius.^*—CovKT Circular, 
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Besant.— STUDIES in early French poetry. By 

Walter Besant, M.A. Crown 8vo. &f. 6^?! 

A sort of impression rests on most minds that French literature begins 
with the ^^sihle de Louis Quatorte;** any preznous literaturt 
being for the most part unknown or ignored. Few know anything 
of the enormous literary activity that began in the thirteenth 
century^ was carried on by Rulebeuf^ Marie de France^ Gaston 
de Foixy Thibault de Champagne^ and Lorris ; was fostered by 
Charles of Orleans, by Margaret of Valois, by Francis the First; 
that gave a crowd of versifiers to France, enriched, strengthened, 
developed, and fixed the French language, and prepared the way 
for CorneUle and for Refine, The present work aims to afford 
information and direction touching the early efforts of France in 
poetical literature. " In one moderately sized volume he has con^ 
trived to introduce us to the very best, if not to all oj the early 
French poetsJ** — ATHENiEUM. 



Black (W.) — THE strange adventures of a 

phaeton. By W. Black, Author of ** A Daughter of Heth." 
Fifth Edition. Two vols. Crown 8vo. 2IJ. 

** The book is a really charming description of a thousand Englisji 
landscapes and of the emergencies and the fun and the delight of a 
picnic journey through them by a party determined to enjoy tfieni' 
selves^ and as well mcUcfud as the pair of horses wkic/i drew the 
pfiaelon tftey sat in. The real charm and purpose ot tlie book is 
its open-air life among hills and dales ^^ — TlMES. ** The great 
charm of Mr. Black's book is that there is nothing hackneyed 
about it^ nothing overdrawn, — all is bright and lijelike. All is 
told naturally, pleasantly, and with so infectious a sense of enjoy- 
ment, that the reader longs to have been with him in real earnest, 
not merely ctccompanying him in fancy by the winter fireside. 
Should Castor and Pollux take him on any future journey, he will 
not lack eager inquiries for another of his delightful travel stories ; 
nonetheless delightful that they tell of familiar scenes, familiar 
English faces, homely customs, and homely plectsures.'^ — MoRNiNG 
Post. 
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Brimley.— ESSAYS by the late george brimley^ 

M. A. Edited by tbe Rev. W. G. ClARK, M.A. With Portrait. 
Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 25. 6d, 

George Brimley was regarded by those who knew him as **oni of the 
finest critics of the day, ^* The Essays contained in this volume 
are all more or less critical^ and were contributed by the author 
to some of the leading periodicals of the day. The subjects are^ 
. ^^ Tennyson's Foems^** *' Wordswofih's Poems,'' ^^ Poetry and 
Criticism," " 7^ Angel in the House," Carlylis '*Life of 
Sterling," *' Esmond," ''My Novel," ''Bleak House," " West^ 
ward Ho!" Wilson's "Nodes Ambrosiance," Comt^s "Posiiwe 
ihilosophy," "It will," John Bull says, " be a satisfaction to 
the admire? s of sound criticism and unassuming common sense to 
find that the Essays of the late George Brimley have reappeared in 
a new and ypular form. They will give a healthy stimulus to 
that spirit oj inquiry into the real value of our literary men whose 
namss we too often revere without sufficient investigation. " 



Brooke.— THE fool of quality; or, THE HISTORY 
OF HENRY, EARL OF MORELAND. By Henry Brooke. 
Newly revised, with a Biographical Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, M.A., Rector of Eversley. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

» 7 he Prejaci to the book tells all that is known of this remarkable man 
0t last century, and of his varied works. Over "The Fool of 
Quality " he spent several years, and in it we have the whole man ; 
the education of an ideal nobleman has given him room for all his 
speculations on theology, political economy, the relation of sex and 
family, and the training, moral and physical, of a country gentle- 
man. The pathos is healthy and simple. 

Broome.— THE stranger of SERIPHOS. a Dramatic 
Poem. By Frederick Napier Broome. Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

• Founded on the Greek legend of Danae atid Perseus. "Grace and 
beauty of expression are Mr, Broome's characteristics; and these 

c qualities are displayed in ma^y passages," — AxHENiEUM. "The 
story is rendered with consummate beauty," — Literary Church- 
man. 
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Burke.— EDMUND BURKE, a Historical Study. By JOHir 
MORLEY, B.A., Oxon. . Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 

" The style is terse and incisive, and brilliant with epigram and 
point. Its sustained power of reasoning, its wide sweep ofobserva" 
tion and reflection, its elevated ethical and social tone, stamp it as 
a work of high excellence.'*^ — Saturday Review. *^A model of 
compact condensation. We have seldom met with a hook in which 
so much matter was compressed into so limited a space,** — PALL 
Mall Gazette. *^A n essay of unusual effort. *' — Westm inster 
Review. 

Cairnes.— ESSAYS in political economy, Theoretical 

and Applied. By J. E. Cairnes, M.A., Professor of Political 
Economy in University College, London. 8vo. lar. (id. 

Contents : — Essays towards a Solution of tlie Gold Question — 
The Australian Episode — The Course oj Depreciation — International 
Results — Summary of the Movement — M. Chevalier's Views — Co' 
operation in the Slate Quarries of North Wales — Political Economy 
and Land — Political Economy and Laissez-Faire — M. Comte and 
Political Economy — Bctstiat, 

" The production of one of the ablest of living economists.^^ — 
Athenaeum. 

Carroll. — Works by " Lewis Carroll : •'— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty- 
two Illustrations by Tenniel. 40th Thousand. Crown 8vo. 
doth. dr. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tbn- 
niel's Illustrations. Crown Svo. gilt. 6j. 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
niel's Illustrations. Crown Svo. gilt. 6j. 

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T. P. 
RossETTE. With Tenniel's Illustrations. Crown Svo. dr. 

^^ Beyond question supreme among modem books for ehUdren," — 
Spectatoi^ '* One of the choicest and ^n^st charming books 
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ever composed for a child* s reading.** — Pall Mall Gazette. 
" A very pretty and highly original book, sure to delight the little 
world of wondering minds, and which may well please those who 
have unfortunately passed the years of wondering,** — Times. 

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, AND WHAT ALICE 
FOUND THERE. With Fifty Illustrations by Tenniel. Crown 
8vo. gilt 6s. 30th Thousand. 

In the present volume is described, with inimitably clever and 
laughter-moving nonsense, the further Adventures of the Jairy^ 
favoured Alice, in the grotesque world which she found to exist on 
the other side of her mother's drawing-room looking-glass, through 
which she managed to make her way. The work is profusely 
embellished with illustrations bv Tenniel, exhibiting as great an 
amount of humour as those to which ^^ Alices Advetttures in 
Wonderland** owed so much of its popularity. 

Chatterton : a BIOGRAPHICAL STUDY. By Daniel 
Wilson, LL.D., Professor of History and English Literature in 
University College, Toronto. Crown 8vo. 6s, 6d, 

'The author here regards Chatterton as a Poet, not as a **mere 
resetter and defacer of stolen literary treasures,** Reviewed in this 
light, he has found much in the old materials capable of being 
turned to new account : and to these materials research in various 
directions has enabled him to make some additions. He believes 
that the boy-poet has been misjudged, and that the biographies 
hitherto written of him are not only imperfect but untrue. While 
dealing tenderly, the author has sought to deal truthfully with the 
failings as well as the virtues of the boy: bearing always in 
remembrance, what has been too frequently lost sight of that he 
was but a boy; — a boy, and yet a poet of rare power. The 
Examiner thinks this ^^the most complete and the purest bio^ 
graphy of the poet which has yet appeared,** 

Christinas Carol (A). Printed in Colours from Original 
Designs by Mr. and Mrs. Trevor Crispin, with illuminated 
Borders from MSS. of the 14th and 15th Centuries. Imp. 4to. doth 
inJiudy gilt edges, ;f 3 3^. Large paper, mounted^ ^^5 5^. 
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**A most exquisitely got up volume. Legend^ carol, and text are 
preciously enshrined in its emblazoned pages, and the illuminated 
borders are far and away the best example of their art we have seen 
this Christmas, The pictures and borders are harmonious in their 
colouring, the dyes are brilliant without being raw, and the volume 
is a trophy of colour-printing. The binding by Burn is in the very 
best tcuteJ^ — Times. 

Church (A. J.)— HOILE TENNYSONIANiE, Sive Eclogae 
e Tonnysono Latine redditse. Cura A. J. Church, A.M. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

Latin versions of Selections from Tennyson, Among the authors 
are the Editor, the late Professor Conington, Professor Seeley, 
Dr. Hessey, Mr, Kebbel, and other gentlemen, ** Of Mr, Churches 
0de we may speak in almost unqucUified praise, and the same may 
be said of the contributions generally, ^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Clough (Arthur Hugh). — the poems and prose 

REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a 
Selection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife 
With Portrait. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. z\s. 

The late Professor Clough is well known as a graceful, tender 
poet, and as the scholarly translator of Plutarch* Thi litters 
possess high interest, not biographical only, but literary — discuss- 
ing, as they do, the most important questions of the titne, always 
in a genial spirit. The " Remains " include papers on ^^Retrench- 
ment at Oxford;^'' on Professor F, W. NeumiatCs hook, " The 
Soul ; " on Wordsworth ; on the Formation of Clc^ssical English ; 
on some Modem Poems (Matthew Arnold and the late Alexander 
Smith), &^c. dr^c. " Taken as a whole," the Spectator says, 
" these volumes cannot fail to be a lasting monument of one of the 
most original men of our age," ^^ Full of charming letters from 
Rome," says the Morning Star, ^*from Greece, from America, 
from Oxford, and from Rugby," 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow 
of Oriel College, Oxford. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

" From the higher mind of cultivated, all-questioning, but still conser^ 
votive England, in this our puzzled generation, we do not know 
of any utterance in literature so characteristic as tJie poems of 
Arthur Hugh Clot^h."^FRASEJii*s Magazimb. 
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Clunes.— THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography. 
By G. C. Clunes. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** Both for vwid delineaHon of character and fluent lucidity of style^ 
* The Story of Pauline^ is in the first rank of modern fiction,'*^ — 
Globe. **Told with delightfiU vivacity^ thorough appreciation of 
life, and a complete knowledge of character,'* — Manchester 
Examiner. 

Collects of the Church of England. With a beautifuUy 

Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 
Crown 8vo. I2J. Also kept in various styles of morocco. 

In this richly embellished edition of the Church Collects, the paper is 
thick and handsome and the type large and beautiful, ectch Collect, 
with a few exceptions, being printed on a separate page. The dis- 
tinctive characteristic of this edition ts the floral design which ac- 
companies each Collect, and which is generally emblematical of the 
character of the day or saint to which it is assigned ; the flowers 
which have been selected are such as are likely to be in bloom on the 
day to which the Collect belongs. Each flower is richly but taste- 
fully and naturally printed in colours, and from the variety of 
plants selected and the faithfulness of the illustrations to nature^ 
the volume should form an instructive and interesting companion 
to all devout Christians, who are likely toflnd their devotions assisted 
and guided by having thus brought before them the flowers in their 
seasons, God^s beautiful and never-failing gifts to tnen. The Pre- 
face explains the allusion in the cctse oj all those illustrations which 
are intended to be emblematical of the days to which they belong, and 
the Table of Contents forms a complete botanical index, giving both 
the popular and scientific name of each plant. There are at lectst 
ont hundred separate plants figured, ** This is beyond question, 
the Art Journal says, ** the most beautiful book of the season, 
** Carefully, indeed livingly drawn and daintily coloured,** says the 
Pall Mall Gazette. The Guardian thinks it ** a successful 
attempt to associate in a natural and unforced manner the flowers 
OJ our fields and gardens with the course of the Christian year.** 

Cox.— RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A., 

late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford. 
Second and cheaper Edition. Crown 8to. ts» 
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Mr. Coj^s Recollections date from the end of last century ta quite 
recent times. They, are full of old stories and traditions^ epigrams 
and personal traits of the distinguished men who have been at 
Oxford during that period. The Times says that it ^^wili 
pleasantly recall in many a country parsonage the memory oj 
youthjul days, " 



Dante. — DANTE'S comedy, the hell. Translated by 

W. M. RossETTi. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5x. 

" The aim of this translation of Dante may be summed up in one 
word— Liter ality. To follow Dante sentence for sentence^ line 
for line, word for word — neither more nor less, has been my 
strenuous endeavour,** — Author's Preface, 

Days of Old ; stories from old English history] 

By the Author of "Ruth and her Friends." New Edition. 
i8mo. cloth, extra. 2x. dd. 

The Contents of this interesting and instructive volume are, ** Cara^ 
doc and Deva,^"* a story of British life in the first century ; 
** Wolfgan and the Earl ; or. Power ^^^ a story of Saxon Eng- 
land: and *^ Roland,^"* a story of the Crusaders. ^^ Full of truth" 
ful and charming histoiHc pictures, is everywhere vital with moral 
and religious principles, and is written with a brightness of de- 
scription, and with a dramcttic force in the representation of 
character; that have made, and will always mctke, it one of the 
greatest favourites with reading boys. " — Nonconformist. 



Deane. — MARJORY. By Milly Deane. Third Edition, 
with Frontispiece and Vignette. Crown 8yo. 4^. 6^, 

7>4<f Times of September nth says it is ** A very touching story, Jull 
of promise for the after career of the authoress. It /j so tenderly 
drawn, and so full of life and grace, that any attempt to analyse 
or describe it falls sadly short of the original. We will venture to 
say that few readers of any natural feeling or sensibility will take 
up * Marjory * without reading it through at a sitting, and we hope 
we shall see more stories by the same hand, " The Morning Post 
calls it **A deliciously fresh and charming little love story,** 
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De Vere. — ^THE infant bridal, and other Poems. By 

Aubrey Db Vere. Fcap. 8vo. 7x. 6</. 

" J/n De Vere has taken his place among the poets of the day. 
Pure and tender feeling, and that polished restraint of style which 
is called classical, are the charms of the volume^^ — Spectator. 

Doyle (Sir F. H.)— LECTURES ON POETRY, delivered 
before the University of Oxford in 1868. By Sir Francis 
Hastings Doyle, Professor of Poetry in the University of 
Oxford. Crown 8vo. 3J. dd. 

Three Lectures : — (i) Inaugural, in which the nature of Poetry 
is discussed ; (2) Provincial Poetry; (3) Dr, Newman^ s " Dream 
of Gerontiusy *^ Pull of thoughtful discrimination and fine in^ 
sight: the lecture on * Promncial Poetry^ seems to us singularly 
true, eloquent, and instructive^ — SPECTATOR. *M// these dis' 
sertations are marked by a scholarly spirit, delicate taste, and ike 
discriminating powers of a trained judgment, " — Daily News. 

Durer, Albrecht.— history of the life of al- 

BRECHT DURER, of Niimberg. With a Translation of his 
Letters and Journal, and some account of his Works. By Mrs. 
Charles Heaton. Royal 8vo. bevelled boards, extra gilt. 
31J. 6^. 

This work contains about Thirty Illustrations, ten of which are pro- 
ductions by the autotype {carbon) process, and are printed in per- 
manent tints by Messrs, Cundall and Fleming, under licence from 
the Autotype Company, Limited; the rest are Photographs and 
Woodcuts, 

Estelle RuSSelL— By the Author of "The Private Life of 
Galileo." Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Full of bright pictures of French life. The English family, whose 
fortunes form the main drift of the story, reside mostly in France, but 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certainly the work of a fresh, vigorous, and most interesting 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing and 
not too bitter, " We can send our readers to it with eonfidence,^^ 
—Spectator. 



BELLES LETTRES. 13 



Evans.— BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND 

OTHER POEMS. By Sebastian Evans. Fcap. 8vo. doth. ts. 

" In this volume we have fulh assurance that he has * the vision and 
the faeulty divine,'^ . . . Clever and full of kindly hutnour^^ — 
Globe. 

Eubule-Evans.— THE curse of immortality. By 

A. EuBULE-EvANS. Crowii 8vo. dr. 

This is a drama^ the hero of which is the Wandering Jew^ altered 
however as to some of his traditional characteristics. 

Fairy Book. — The Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 

Rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 
With Coloured Illustrations and Ornamental Borders by J. E. 
Rogers, Author of **Ridicula Rediviva." Crown 8vo. cloth, 
extra gilt. dr. (Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4J. 6^/.) 

•M delightful sdection, in a delightful external form!^ — Spectator. 
Here are reproduced in a new and charming dress many old 
favourites f as ** Hop-d-my-Thumby" ^* Cinderella " ^* Beauty and 
the Beast,'' ''Jack the Giant-killer,*' " Tom Thumb," ''Rumpel- 
stUzchen;' ''Jack and the Bean-stalk;' ''Red Riding-Hood," 
" The Six Swans," and a great many others. "A book which 
will prove delightful to children all the year round" — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Fletcher — thoughts from a girl's life. By Lucy 

Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. d/, 

" Sweet and earnest verses, especially addressed to girls, by one who 
can sympathise with them, and who has endeavoured to give articulate 
utterance to the vague aspirations after a better life of pious endeavours 
which accompany the unfolding consciousness of the inner life in 
girlhood. The poems are all graceful; they are marked throughout 
by an accent of reality; the thoughts and emotions are genuine" — 

ATHENiEUM. 

Freeman (E. A., Hon. D.C.L.) — HISTORICAL 

ESSAYS. By Edward Freeman, M.A., Hon. D.C.L., late 
Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. Second Edition. 8vo. lar. d/. 

This volume contains twelve Essays selected from the author's contri- 
butions to various Reviews, The principle on which they were 
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Freeman (E. A., Hon. D.C.L.) — ^onHfpued. 

chosen was that of selecting papers which referred to comparatively 
modern times^ or^ at leasts to the existing states and nations of 
Europe. By a sort of accident a number of the pieces chosen have 
thrown themselves into something like a continuous series bearing' 
on the historical causes of the great events of 1 870 — 71. Notes have 
been added whenever they seemed to be called for; and whturptr 
he could gain in accuracy of statement or in force or clearness tf 
expression^ the author has freely changed^ added tOy jor l^ out, 
what he originally wrote. To many of the Essays has been added 
a short note of the circumstances under which they were written. 
It is needless to say that any product of Mr. Freemaris pen is worthy 
of attentive perusal; and it is believed that the contents of this 
volume will throw light on several subjects of great historical itn* 
portance and the widest interest. The following is a list of the 
subjects: — /. *^ The Mythical and Romantic Elements in Early 
English History ;^^ II. ^'' The Continuity of English History ;^* 
III. **7%^ Relations between the CroTvns of England and Scot- 
land;" IV. **St. Thomas of Canterbury and his Biographers;" 
V. ** lite Reign of Edward the Third;" VI. ^' The Holy Roman 
Empire;" VII. ''The Franks and the Gauls;" VIIL ''The 
Early Sieges of Paris;" IX. " Frederick the First, King of Italy ;^^ 
X. "The Emperor Frederick the Second;" XI. "Charles the 
Bold;" XIL "Presidential Government."—" All of them are 
well worth reading, and very agreeable to read. He niver touches a 
question without adding to our comprehension of it, without leaving 
the impression of an ample knowledge, a righteous purpose, a clear 
and powerful understanding" — Saturday Review. 

A SECOND SERIES OF HISTORICAL ESSAYS. 8vo. 
\os. 6d. 

These Essays chiefly relate to earlier periods of history than those 
which were dealt with in the former volume — to the times commonly 
known as "Ancient" or "Classical." All the papers have been 
carefully revised^ and the author has found himself able to do very 
much in the way of improving and simplifying the style. The 
principal Essays are: — "Ancient Greece and Mediceval Italy:" 
*' Mr. Gladstone's Hom^r and the Homeric Ages : " " The His- 
torians oj Athens :" " The Athenian Democracy : " "Alexander 
the Great : " Greece during the Macedonian Period: " * * Momm- 
sen*s History of Rome:" "Lucius Cornelius Sulla:" "The 
Flavian Ccesars." — Saturday Review. 
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Garaett.— IDYLLS and epigrams, chiefly from the Greek 

Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

**A charming little book. For English readers, Mr, Garnett^ s 
translations will open a new world of thought"^— Westuinsteh 
Review. 

Geikie.— SCENERY OF SCOTLAND, viewed in Connexion 
with its Physical Geology. By Archibald Geijcie, F.R.S., 
Director of the Geological Survey of Scotland. With Illustrations 
and a New Geological Map. Crown 8vo. los, 6d. 

** Before long, we doubt not, it will be one of the travelling cofnpanions 

of every cultivated tourist in Scotland, " — Edinburgh Courant. 

** Amusing, picturesque, and instructive,^^ — Times. ^^ There is 

probably no one who has so thoroughly mastered the geology oj 

Scotland as Mr, Geikie," — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Gladstone.— JUVENTUS MUNDI. The Gorfs and Men of the 

Heroic Age. By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. With Map. lar. td. Second Edition. 

** This new work of Mr, Gladstone deals especially with the history 
element in Homer, expounding that element and furnishing by its 
aid a full account of the Homeric men and the Homeric religion. 
It starts, after the introductory chapter, with a discussion oj the 
several races then existing in Hellas, including the influence of the 
Phanicians and Egyptians. It contains chapters ^^ On the Olympian 
System, with its several Deities;" * * On the Ethics and the Polity of 
the Heroic Age ;" '' On the Geography of Homer ;" ^' On the Cha- 
racters of the Poems; " presenting, in fine, a view of primitive life and 
primitive society as found in the poems of Homer, To this New 
Edition various additions have been made, * * To read these brilliant 
details," says the A.T'Ois.^JEUiA, ^* is like standing on the Olympian 
threshold and gazing at the ineffable brightness within, " According 
to the Westminster Review, ^'U would be diffictdt to point out 
a book that contains so much fulness of knowledge along with so 
much freshness of perception and clearness of presentation," 

Guesses at Truth. — By Two Brothers. With Vignette 
Title, and Frontispiece. New Edition, with Memoir. Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 
Also see Golden Treasury Series. 
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These " Guesses at TrtUh " are not intended to tdl the reader what 
to think. They are rather meant to serve the purpose of a quarry 
in which f if one is building up his opinions for himself^ and only 
wants to be provided with materials, he may meet ivith many 
things to suit him. To very many, since its publication, has this 
work proved a stimulus to earnest thought and noble action ; and 
thus, to no small extent, it is believed, has it influenced the general 

, current of thinking during the last forty years. It is now no 
secret that the authors were Augustus and Julius Charles 
Hare. " They — living as they did in constant attdfree interchange 
of thought on questions of philosophy and literature and art; 
ddtghiing, each of them, in the epigrammatic terseness which is the 
charm ot the * Pensies * of PasccU, and the * Caractires ' of La 
Bruyhre — agreed to utter themselves in this form, and the book 
appeared, anonymously, in two volumes, in 1827.** 

Hamerton. — Works by Philip Gilbert Hamerton : — 

A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second Edition, revised. Extra fcap. 
8vo. dr. 

Book I. In England; Book II. In Scotland; Book III. In France, 

This is the story of an Artistes encampments and adventures. The 
headings of a ftw chapters may serve to convey a notion of the 
character of the book: A Walk on the Lancashire Moors ; the 
Author his own Housekeeper and Cook ; Tents and Boats for the 
Highlands; The Author encamps on an uninhabited Island ; A 
Lake Voyage; A Gipsy Journey to Glencoe ; Concerning Moon- 
light and Old Castles ; A little French City ; A Farm in the 
Autunois, <Sr*r. ^c, ** These pages, written with infinite spirit and 
humour, bring into close rooms, back upon tired heads, the breezy 
airs of Lancashire moors and Highland lochs, with a freshness 
which no recent novdist has succeeded in preserving" — Noncon- 
formist. *^ His pages sparkle with many turns of expression, 
not a few well-told anecdotes, and many observations which are the 
fruit of attentive study and wise reflection on the complicated phe- 
nomena of human life, as well as of unconscious nature^^ — West- 
minster Review. 

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. A Treatise Critical and Practical. 
With Original Plates by Rembrandt, Callot, Dujardin, 
Paul Potter, &g. Royal 8vo. Half morocco. 31J. 6d. 



BELIES LETTfiES, if 

** Hie work is one which deserves U be consulted by every inielli* 
gent admirer of the fine arts ^ whether he is an etcher or not.** — 
Guardian. ** Itis not often we get anything like the combined 
intellectual and asthetic treat which is supplied us by Mr, Hamer- 
tott^s ably written and handsome volume. It is a work of which 
author y printer^ and publisher may. c^like feel proud. It is a work, 
too^ of which none but a genifine artist could by possibility have 
been (he fiufhor" — Saturday Review. 

THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE, With a Portrait of Le.onardo 
DA Vinci from an Etching by Leopold Flameng. Crown 
^vp. ipj. 6d. 

The purpose of this work is to discover how best the development 
of the intellectual or inner life of man may be promoted^ which 
is accomplished by a careful study of the human constitution from 
every point of view, physical^ intellectual, and moral. 

ligryey.— tDUKE ERNEST, a Tragedy; apd other Poems. 

Fcap. Svo. 6s, 

* * Conceived in pure taste and true historic feeling, atfff pr-^sented with 
much drc^maOc for^e* .... ThoroHghly mginal" — Pritish 

QUARTE5^)-y. 

Higginson.— MALBONE; An .CHdpprt Rwai^c^, By T. W. 
HiGGiNSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

This is a stary of American life, sp told as to be interesting and 
instructive to all English readers. The Daily News says : 
** Who likes q quiet story ^ full of mctturft thought, of clear, 
humorous stirprises, of artistic studious design? ^ ^dlbone* is 
a rare work, possessing these characteristics, and replete, too, with 
honest Uter^y effort. " 

Hillside Rhymes. — Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Home.T-rBLANCHE LISLE, and other Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. 8vo. 41. dd. 
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Hood (Tom).— THE pleasant tale of puss and 

ROBIN AND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 
Told in Pictures by L. Frolich, and in Rhymes by Tom Hood. 
Crown 8vo. gilt. 3^. 6d, 

This is a pleasant little tale of wee Bob and his Sister, and their 
attempts to rescue poor Robin from the cruel claws of Pussy, It 
will be intelligible and interesting to the fneanest capacity , and is 
illustrated by thirteen graphic cuts drawn by Frolich. " The 
volume is prettily got up, and is sure to be a favourite in the nursery,** 
— Scotsman. . ^^ Ilerr Frolich has outdone himself in his pictures 
0f this dramatic chase." — Morning Post. 



Huxley (Professor). — Works by T. H. Huxley, LL.D., 
F.R.S:— 

LAY SERMONS, ADDRESSES, AND REVIEWS. New 

and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. Ts. 6d. 

Fourteen Discourses on the following subjects : — (i) On the Advisable- 
ness of Improving Natural Knowledge: — (2) Emancipation — 
Black and White : — (3) A Liberal Education, and where to find 
it: — (4) Scientific Education: — (5) On the Educational Value of 
the Natural History Sciences : — (6) On the Study of Zoology : — 
(7) On the Physical Basis of Life : — (8) The Scientific Aspects of 
Positivism: — (9) On a Piece of Chalk: — (10) Geological Content- 
poraneity and Persistent Types of Life : — ( 1 1 ) Geological Reform : — 
(12) The Origin of Species : — (13) Criticisms on the ^^ Origin of 
Sptcies" : — (14) On Descartes' ** Discourse touching the Method of 
using One's Reckon rightly and of seeking Scientific Truth, " The 
momentous influence exercised by Mr, Huxley's writings on physiccd^ 
fnental, and social science is universally acknvivledged : his works 
must be studied by all who would comprehend the various drifts of 
modern thought. 

ESSAYS SELECTED FROM LAY SERMONS, ADDRESSES, 
AND REVIEWS. Crown 8vo. i^. 

CRITIQUES AND ADDRESSES. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Contents : — Administrative Nihilism— The School Boards: what 
they can do, and what they may do — On Medical Education — Yeast 
— On the Formation of Coal-^On Coral and Coral Reefs — On the 
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Methods and Results of Ethnology — On sonj^ Fixed Points in 
British Ethnology — Palceoniology and the Doctrine of Evolution — 
Biogenesis and A biogenesis — Air. Darwir^s Critics — The Genealogy 
of Animals — Bishop Berkeley and the Metaphysics of Sensation. 

Jebb.— THE CHARACTERS OF THEOPHRASTUS. An 
English Translation from a Revised Text With Introduction and 
Notes. By R. C. Jebb, M.A., Fellow and Assistant Tutor of 
Trinity Collie, Cambridge, and Public Orator of the Umversity. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. ds. 6d. 

The first object of this book is to make these lively pictures of old 
Greek manners better known to English readers. But as the Editor 
and Translator has been at considerable pains to procure a reliable 
text, and has recorded the results of his critical labours in a lengthy 
Introduction f in Notes and Appendices, it is hoped that the work 
will prove of value even to the scholar, ** We must not omit to give 
due honour to Mr. yebb^s translation, which is as good as trans- 
lation can be, . . . Not less commendable are the execution of the 
Notes and the critical fiandling of the text, " — S PECTATOR. * * Mr, 
Jeb^s little volume is more easily taken up than laid down.*^ — 
Guardian. 

Keary (A.)— Works by Miss A. Keary :— 

JANETS HOME. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s^ 6d. 

^^ Never did a more charming family appear upon the canvas ; and 
most skilfully and felicitously have their characters been portrayai. 
Each individual of the fireside is a finished portrait, distinct and 
lifelike, , , . The future before her as a novelist is that of becoming 
the Miss A ustin of her generation, " — S UN. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. Globe 8vo. 2J. 6^. 

^^ Full of wisdom and goodness, simple, truthful, and artistic. , ', It 
is capital as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence,*^ — Globe. 

OLDBURY. Three vols. Crown 8vo. 3IJ. 6d, 

*^This is a very powerfully writteti story, "*"* — GLOBE. **This is a 
rMlly excellent novel."— liA.\JSTKATED London News. ** The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child 
life are full 0/ truth," — WESTMINSTER Review. 

E 2 
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Keary (A. and E.) — Works by A. and E. Keary : — 

THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other Fairy Tales. i8mo. 
%$. 6d. 

" The tales are fanciful and well written^ and they are sure to win 
favour amongst little readers. " — ATHENiEUM. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinayian 
Mythology. New and Revised Edition, Illustrated by Huard. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 4;. 6d. 

'* Told in a light and amusing style, which, in its drollery and 
quaintness, reminds us 0/ our old favourite Grimm** — ^Tiif ES. 



Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Chester : — 

Canon Kingsle^s novels, most will admit, have not only com* 
manded for themselves a foremost place in literature, as artistic 
productions of a high class, but have exercised upon the age an 
incalculable influence in the direction of the highest Christian 
manliness, Mr, Kingsley has done more perhaps than almost any 
other writer of fiction to fashion the generation into whose hands the 
destinies of the world are now being committed. His works will 
therefore be read by all who wish to have their hearts cheered and 
their souls stirred to noble endeavour ; they must be read by. all 
who wish to know the influences which moulded the men of this 
century, 

"WESTWARD HO!" or, The Voyages and Adventures of 
Sir Amyas Leigh. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

No other work conveys a more vivid idea of the surging, adventurous, 
nobly inquisitive spirit of the generations which immediately fol- 
lowed the Reformation in England, The daring deeds of the 
Elizabethan heroes are told with a freshness, an enthusiasm, and a 
truthfulness that can belong only to one who wishes he had been 
their leader. His descriptions of the luxuriant scenery of the then 
new'found Western land are acknowledged to be unmatched. 
Eraser's Magazine calls it ** almost the best historical novel of 
the day,** 
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Kingsley (C,)— continued, 
TWO YEARS AGO. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vq. 6s, 

** Mr. Kingsley has prorvidedus all along with such pleasant diversions 
— such rich and brightly tinted glimpses of natural history^ such 
suggestive remarks on mankind^ society^ and all sorts of topics^ 
thai amidst the pleasure of the way, the circuit to be made will be by 
most forgotten, '* — Guardian. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

The work is from beginning to end a seriet of fascinating pictures 
ef strange phases of that strange primitive society ; and no finer 
portrait has yet been given of the noble-minded lady who was 
faithful to martyrdom in her attachment to the classical creeds. 
Nn work affords a clearer notion of the many interesting problems 
which agitated the minds of men in those days^ and which, in 
various phases, are again coming up for discussion at the present 
time, 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Crown 8vo. 6x. 

Mr, Kingsley here tells the story of the final conflict of the two 
races, Saxons and Normans, cts if he himself had borne apart in it. 
While as a work of fiction ^^ Hertward^^ cannot fail to delight all 
readers, no better supplement to the dry history of the time could be 
put into the hands of the young, containing as it does so tnvid # 
picture of the social and political life of the period, 

YEAST: A Problem. Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. 5^. 

In this production the author shows, in an interesting dramatic form^ 
the state of fermentation in which the minds of many earnest 
men are with regard to some of the most important religious and 
social problems of the day, 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a New Preface. Crown Svo. 
4J. 6d, 

This novel, which shows forth tht evils arising from modern **ccute,** 
has done much to remove the unnatural barriers which existed 
between the various classes of society, and to establish a sympathy to 
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Kingsley (C.) — continued. 

some extent between the higher and lower grades of the social scale. 
Though written with a purpose^ it is full of character and interest, 
the author shows^ to quote the Spectator, ** what it is that con^ 
stitutes the true Christian, God-fearing, man-living gentleman,** 

AT LAST : A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. With 
numerous Illustrations. Second and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. lOf. 6</. 

Mr. Kingsley* s dream of forty years was at last fulfilled^ when 
he started on a Christmcu expedition to the West Indies, for the 
purpose of becoming personally acquainted with the scenes which 
he has so Tnvidly described in ** Westward ho T* **In this book 
Mr, Kingsley revels in the gorgeous wealth of West Indian vegeta" 
tion, bringifig before us one marvel after another, alternately sating 
and piquing our curiosity. Whether we climb the cliffs with him, 
or peer ever into narrow bays which are being hollowed out by the 
trade- surf, or wander through impenetrable forests, where the tops 
of the trees form a green cloud overhead, or gaze down glens which 
are watered by the clearest brooks, running through masses of palm 
and banana and all the rich variety of foliage, we are equally 
delighted and amazed** — Athenaeum. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. New 
Edition, with additional Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, R.S.A., 
and P. Skelton. Crown 8vo. cloth extra gilt, ^s, 

** In fun, in humour, ana in innocent imagination, as a child* s 
book we do not know its equal** — London Review. ** Mr, 
Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life, 
, . . There is in the * Water Babies * an abundance of wit, fun, 
good humour, geniality, elan, go** — Times. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 
Coloured Illustrations. New Edition. i8mo. \s. 6d, 

We do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told, . . There is a deep under-current of religious feeling traceable 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young readers power ^ 
fully** — London Review. ** One of the children* s books that 
7oill surely become a classic,** — Nonconformist. 
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Kingsley {C)— continued. 

PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thi^kers. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s, 

** The dialogue of * Phaethon * has striking beauties ^ and its suggest 
kons may meet half-way many a latent doubt, and, like a light 
bree%ey lift from the soul clouds that are gathering heavily^ and 
threatening to settle down in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life, " — Spectator. 

POEMS ; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, .Spqgs, 
Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 
Canon Kingsley' s poetical works have gained for their author ^ 
independently of his other works, a high and enduring place in 
literature, and are much sought after. The publishers have here 
collected the whole of them in a moderately -priced and handy 
volume. The Spectator calls ** Andromeda^^ *Uhe finest piece 
of English hexameter verse that has ever been written. It is a 
volume which many readers will be glad to possess " 

PLAYS AND PURITANS, and other Historical Essays. By 
Charles Kingsley, Canon of Chester. With Pprtrait. of Sir 
Walter Raleigh. Crown 8vo. 5^". 

In addition to the Essay mentioned in the title, this volume contains 
other two, — one on " Sir Walter Raleigh and his Time^^ and one 
on Froude's ^^ History of England,^'' — all three contributed to the 
North British Review. Mr, Kingsley has already shown how 
intimate is his knowledge of the times on which all three essays tou^h, 

Kingsley (H.) — Works by Henry Kingsley : — 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. .Re-narrated. With, Eight. full:p,age 
llhistrations by Huard. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
extra gilt. 5-^' 

In this volume JMr. Henry Kingsley re-narrates, at the same time 
preserving much of the quaintness of the original, some of the most 
fascinating tales of travel contained in the collections of Hakluyt 
and others. The Contents are: — Marco Polo ; The Shipiurcck 
of Pelsari ; The IVonderf id Adventures of Andrew Battel ; The 
Wanderings of a Capuchin ; Peter Carder; The Presei-vation of 
the *^ Tei-ra A^ova ;^^ Spitzbergen : Z>^Er;uenonville's Acclimatiza- 
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Kingsley {lH.)— continued, 

tioH Adventure; The Old Slave Trade; Miles Philips; The 
Sufferings of Robert Everard ; John Fox ; Alvaro Nunez ; The 
Foundation of an Empire. *^We know no better book for those 
viho want knowledge or seek to Refresh it. As for the * sensational^ * 
most novels are tame compared with these narratives** — Athe- 
NiCUM. ** Exactly the book to interest and to do good to intelligent 
and high-spirited boys" — Literary Churchman. 

tHE LOST CHILD. With tight illustrations by tRoLiCH. 
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3x. 6d, 

This is ah interesting story of a little boy^ the son of an Australian 
sh^herd and his wife, who lost himself in the bush, and who wets, 
after much searching, found dead far up a mountain-side. It 
contains many illustrations from the well-known pencil of Frolich, 
** A pathetic story, and told so as to give children an interest in 
A ustralian ways and sceneiy. "- Globe. * * Verjf charmingly and 
very touchingly told." — Saturday Review. 

DAKStlOTT CASTLE. 3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 3U. td 

** Will cai'ry its readers easily along, and keep them pleasantly 
aMused" — Times. ^^ May fairly be considered a capital story, 
full of go." — Observer. " Very humorous, very dramatic, and 
always amusing," — Court Circular. **^ clever and enter' 
taining novel . ... It is sparkling and amusing, never for a 
moment dull, with many touches of true humour" — Graphic. 



khatchbull-Hugessen. — Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 
Hucessen, M.P. : — 

Mr. Knatchbull-Hugessen has won for himself a reputation cu an 
inimitable teller of fairy-tales. ^^ His powers" says the Times, 
^^ are of a very high order ; light and brilliant narrative flows 
from his pen, and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is i$teX' 
hdustible." ** Children reading his stories," the Scotsman says^ 
^*or hearing them read, will have their minds refreshed and invi' 
gorated as much as their bodies would be by abundance of fresh 
air and exercise** 
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KHatchbuil-Hugessen (E. tt.) — continued. 

StOklES FOR My children. With lUiistrations. Fourth 
Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. ^s, 

** The stories are charming^ and full of life ahdfunJ* — Standard. 
** The author has an imagination as faticiful as Grin^m himself 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans Chris- 
tian Andersen has written J*^ — NONCONFORMIST, 

CkACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With llltittWU 
tions by JELLICOE and ELwfes. Fifth Editidti. CroMrii 8vb. 5j. 

" A fascinating little volume^ which will make him friends in evet^ 
household in which there are children" — Daily NeWs. 

MOONSHINE: Faity Tales. With Illustrations by W. BriJNton. 
Fifth -Editibn. CroWn 8vo. cloth gilt. 5^. 

Here will be found **an Ogre, a Dwarf a Wizard, quantities of Elves 
and Fairies, and several animais who speak like mortal men and 
women, " There are twelve stories and nine irresistible illustrations. 
*^A volume of fairy tales^, written not only for ungrown children, 
but for bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sick, or sorry, 
you will find it good reading. " — Graphic. * * The most charming 
volume of fairy tales which we have ever read. . . . We cannot 
quit this very pleasant book without a word of praise to its Ului' 
trator. Mr. Brunton from first to last has done admirably." — 
Times. 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fairy Stories. With Seven Illustra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 5^. 

** Capitally illustrated by W. Brunton. • . . In frolic and fancy they 
are quite equal to his other books. The author knows how to write 
fairy stories as they should be written. The whole book is full of 
the most delightful drolleries. " — TiMES. 

knatchbull-Hugessen (Louisa). — the HISTORY OF 

PRINCE PERRYPETS. A Fairy Tale. By Louisa Knatch- 
bull-Hugessen. With Eight Illustrations by Weigand, 
New Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3^. dd, 

* * A grand and exciting fairy tale. " — MoRNiNG Post. * * A delicious 
piece of fairy nonsense." — Illustrated London News. 
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Latham.— SERTUM SHAKSPERIANUM, Subnexis aliquot 

aliunde excerptis floribus. Latine reddidit Rev. H. Latham, 
M.A. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Besides versions of Shakespeare^ this volume contains^ among other 
pieces^ Grays *' Elegy,'' CampbelVs *' Hohenlinden,'' Wolfe's 
**Bt4rial of Siryohn Moore," and selections from Cowper and 
George Herbert. 

|l#empn.— THE LEGENDS OF NUMBER NIP. By Mark 

Lemon. With Illustrations by C. Keene. New Edition. Extra 
foap. 8vo. 2J. 6^. 

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Story 

for Children. By the Author of ** Wandering WiUie," *'Effie*s 
• Friends," &c. With a Frontispiece by R. Farren. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^". 6t/. 

It is sufficient to commend this story oj a Squirrel to the attention of 
readers, that it is by the author of the beautiful stories of **fVan' 
dering Willie" and ^^Effi^s Friends" It is well calculated to 
make children take an intelligent and tender interest in the lower 
animals. 

Little Estella, and other FAIRV^ TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
i8mo. cloth extra. 2s. 6d. 

" I'his is a fine story, and we thank heaven for not being too wise to 
enjoy it" — Daily News. 

Lowell. — Works by J. R. Lowell : — 

AMONG MY BOOKS. Six Essays. Dryden— Witchcraft- 
Shakespeare once More — New England Two Centuries Ago — 
Lessing — Rousseau and the Sentimentalists. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d. 

" We may safely say the volume is one of which our chief complaint 
must be that there is not more of it. There are good sense and lively 
feeling forcibly and tersely expressed in every page of his writing. *' 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of James Russell Lowell. 
With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. i8mo. cloth extra. 4^. td. 
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« 

It has been generally acknowledged that Mr, Lowell is one of th4 most 
readable and most national of the American poets ^ The neat little 
volume contains the whole of his poetical works, including the 
famous **£iglow Papers^' and ** The Cathedral ;^^ to the former, 
a glossary is added, and a truthful portrait of the author, engraved 
by Mr. yeens, is prefixed to the volume, 

Lyttelton. — Works by Lord Lyttelton : — 

THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. $s, 

THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 6d, 

** Classical in spirit, full of force, and true to the ordinal," 
— Guardian. 

Macmillan's Magazine. — Published Monthly. Prj^e IS, 
Volumes I. to XXVII. are now ready. 7^. 6d, eadi. 

Macmillan & Co.'s Half-crown Series of Juvenile 

BOOKS. Pott 8vo. cloth extra. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. By the Author of '* Tlie Heir 
of RedclyfFe." ,With Illustrations by Farren. 

THE LITTLE DUKE. By the Author of '*The Heir of Redclyffe." 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. A Story for Girls. 

DAYS OF OLD. By the Author of " Ruth and her Friends/' 

LITTLE ESTELLA, AND OTHER TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 

LITTLE WANDERLIN, AND OTHER FAII^Y TALES. By 
A. and E. Keary. 

Macquoid. — PATTY. By Katharine S. Macquoid. Third 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j'. 

**A book to be read." — Standard. *' A powerful and fascinating 
story." — Daily Telegraph. T^te Gi.ob^ considers it ** well- 
written, amusing, and interesting, and has the merit of being out 
of the ordinary run of novels. ^^ 
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Marlitt (E.)— the countess GISELA. Translated from 

the German of E. Marlitt. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

*' A very beautiful story of German country lift,^^ — Literary 
Churchman. 

Martin.— THE POET'S hour ; Poetry Selected and Arranged 

for Children. By Frances Martin. Second Edition. Pott 
8vo. 2s» (yd. 

The Poems in this book are intended especially for the spring-time of 
lifCf and offer considerable variety in the hope of meeting the tastes 
of many children. The editor has been influenced in her selection 
by the choice and approval of intelligent children. The volume 
contains nearly 2CX) poems selected from the best poets ^ ancieni and 
modern^ and is intended mainly for children between the ages of 
eight and twelve. 

« 

SPRING-TIME WITH THE POETS. By Frances Martin. 
Second Edition. Pott 8vo. 3^. 6d^. 

This selection has been made on the same principle as the above, but 
is intended mainly for girls and boys between the ages of twelve 
and seventeen. 

Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A., 

Professor of Rhetoric and English literature in the UniTersity 
of Edinburgh. (See also Biographical and Philosophical 
Catalogues.) 

BRITISH NOVELISTS AND THEIR STYLES. Being a Critical 
Sketch of the History of British Prose Fiction. . Crown 8va yx. 6t/. 

•* Valuable for its lucid analysis of fundamental principleSy its breadth 
ofview^ and sustained animation ofstyle,^* — SPECTATOR. ** Mr, 
Masson sets before us with a bewitching ease and clearness which 
nothiftg but a perfect mastery of ht subject could have rendered 
possible^ a large body of both deep and sound discriminative criticism 

on all the most memorable of our British novelists His 

brilliant and instructive book," — ^JOHN BULL. 

Mazini.— IN the golden shell ; A Story of Palermo. 
By Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. cloth, gilt. 
4r. 6d. 
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Merivale.— KEATS* HYPERION, rendered into Latin Vewc, 
By C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap, 8vo. 

Milner.— THE LILY OF LUMLEY. By Edith Milner. 

Crown 8vo, *J%, dd, 

** The novel is a good one and decidedly worth the reading^ — 
Examiner. ^^ A pretty, brightly-written story, ^^ — Literary 
Churchman. "^ t(Ue possessing the deepest interest,*'— Covkt 
Journal. 

Mistral (F.)—- MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

" It would be hard to overpraise the sweetness and pleasing freshness 
of this charming epic,*^ — ATHENiEUM. ** A good translation 0/ 
a poem that deserves to be known by all students of literature and 
friends of old-world simplicity in story-telling" — Noncon- 
formist. 

MR. PISISTRATUS BROWN, M.P., IN THE HIGHLANDS. 
New and Cheap Issue. Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

** The book is calculated to recall pleasant memories of holidays well 
spent f and scenes not easily to be forgotten. To those who have 
never been in the Western Highlands^ or sailed along the Frith of 
Clyde and on the Western Coast ^ it will seem almost like a fairy 
story. There is a charm in the volume which makes it anything 
but easy for a reader who has opened it to put it down until the last 
page has been read." — Scotsman. 

I^Irs. Jerningham's Journal. A Poem purporting to be th^ 

Journal of a newly-married Lady. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
3f. 6d, 

** It is nearly a perfect gem. We have had nothing so jgjod for a 
long time^ and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one oj 
the Jewels of contemporary' history," — Edinburgh Daily Re- 
view. ** One quality in the piece^ sufficient of itself to claim a 
momenfs attention^ is that it is unique — original, indeed, is not too 
strong a word — in the manner of its conception and execution." 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 
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Mitford (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. 

MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. 
With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. 
Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 2Ij. 

T*he old yapanese civilization is fast disappearing^ and Tvill, in a 
few vearSf be completely extinct. It was important, therefore, to 
preserve as far as possible trustworthy records of a state of society 
which, although venerable from its antiquity, hcts for Europeans 
the charm of novelty ; hence the series of narratives and legends 
translated by Mr, Mitford, and in which the Japanese are very 
judiciously left to tell their own tale. The two volumes comprise 
fiot only stories and episodes illustrative of Asiatic superstitions, 
but also three sermons. The Preface, Appendices, and Notes explain 
a number of local peculiarities ; the thirty-one woodctas are the 
genuine work of a native artist, who, unconsciously of course, has 
adopted the process first introduced by the early German masters, 
^*^They will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptional 
society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensa^ 
tional, and dramatic, and the originality of their ideas and the 
quaintness of their language give them a most captivating piquancy. 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curious in 
such matters have a special and particular value," — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Mytrs (Ernest). — the puritans. By Ernest Myers. 

Extra fcap. 8ro. cloth. 2s. 6d, 

** It is not too much to call it a really grand poem, stately and dig- 
nified, and showing not only a high poetic mind, but also great 
power over poetic expression,'*^ — Literary Churchman. 

lAyers (F. W. H.)— POEMS. ByF. W. H. Myers. Con: 
tammg "St. Paul," "St. John," and others. Extra leap. 8vo. 
4r. 6d, 

**Jt is i'are to find a writer who combines to such an extent the faculty 
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphonious expres- 
sion." — Spectator. " * -5*/. Paul * stands without a rival as the 
noblest religious poem which has been written in an age which 
beyond any other has been prolific in this class of poetry. The sub- 
limest conceptions are expressed in language which, for richness, 
taste, and purity, we have never seen excelled," — JOHN Bull. 
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Nichol.— HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By John 
NiCHOL, B.A. Oxon., Regius Professor of English Language and 
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7j. 6d, 

** The poem combines in no ordinary degree firmness and workman- 
ship. After the lapse of many centuries^ an English poet is found 
i>ayingto the great Carthagenian the worthiest poetical tribute which 
has as yet, to our knowledge, been afforded to his noble and stainless 
name" — Saturday Review. 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of **St. Olave's," "When I 

was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. Third Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4f. 6d. 

It is believed that this story, by the favourably known author of 
" St, Olavis,^^ will be found both highly interesting and instructive 
to the young. The volume contains eight graphic illustrations by 
Mr. L. Frolich. The Examiner says: ^^ Whether the readers 
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enjoy 
this pretty volume" 

Noel.— BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoDEN Noel. Fcap. 8vo. 6x. 

**//w impossible to read the poem through without being powerfully 
moved. There are passages in it which for intensity and tender- 
ness, dear and vivid vision, spontaneous and delicate sympathy^ 
may be compared wUh the best efforts of our best living writers,** 
— Spectator. ** It is long since we have seen a volume of poems 
which has seemed to us so full of the real stuff of which we are 
made, and uttering so freely the deepest wants of this complicated 
age** — British Quarterly, 

Jiif orton. — ^Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

**A poem entirely unaffected, perfectly original, so true and yet so 
fanciful, so strong and yet so womanly, with painting so exquisite, 
a pure portraiture of the highest affections and the deeepest sorrows, 
and instilling a lesson true, simple, and sublime** — Dublin 
University Magazine. ^^ Full of thought well expressed^ and 
may be classed among her best efforts,** — Times. 
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Norton (Hon. Mrs.) — continued, 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

" This varied and lively navel — this clever novel so full of charackr, 
and of fine incidental remark." — Scotsman. ** One of the 
plecLsantest and healthiest stories of modern fiction," — G;.OB£. 

Olipbant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 
Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 4x. 6d, 

** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the hearty 
purify the feelings and quicken and sustain right principles" — 
Nonconformist. **^ more gracefully written story it is impos- 
sible to desire," — Paily News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 7.s, 6d, 

^* Jt is a very different work from the ordinary run of novels. 
TJu whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety 
and insight." — ATHENiEUM. " With entire freedom from any 
sensational plot, there is enough of incident to give keen interest to 
the narrative, and make us feel as we read it that we hc^v$ hfe^ 
spending a few hours with friends who will make our pwtf^ lives 
better by their aiun noble purposes and holy living." — British 
Quarterly Review. 

Our Year, A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of "John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence 
DoBELL. Royal i6mo. 3^. 6d, 

It is just the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child** 
— English Churchman. 



« 



Olrig Grange. Edited by Hermann Kujjist, Philol. Professor. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 6d. 

This is a poem in six parts, each the utterance of a distinct person. It 
is the story of a young Scotchman of noble aims designed for the 
ministry, but who '''■rent tJie Creed trying to fit it on," who goes to 
London to seek fame and fortune in literaturcy and who returns de- 
feated to his old home in the north to die. The North British 
Daily Mail, in reviewing \the work, speaks of it as affording 
*< abounding evidence of genial and generative faculty workingin self- 
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decreed modes. A masterly and original power of impression, pour- 
ing itself forth in clear, sweet, strong rhythm. . . . Easy to cul* 
remarkable instances of thrilling fervour, oj glowing delicacy, of 
scathing and trenchant scorn, to point out the fine and firm discri- 
mination of character which prevails throughout, to dwell upon the 
ethical power and psychological truth which are exhibited, to note the 
skill with which the diverse parts of the poem are set in organi' 
relation, . . . It is a fine poem, full of life, of mtisic, and of clear 
vision,** 



Oxford Spectator, The.— Reprinted. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
3J. 6d. 

These papers, after the manner of Addison* s ^^ Spectator ^** appeared 
in Oxford from Novetnber 1867 to December 1868, at interucdt 
varying from two days to a week. They attempt to sketch several 
features of Oxford life from an undergraduati s point of view, and 
to give modern readings of books which undergraduates study, 
^^ There is," the Saturday Review says, ** all the old fun, tht 
old sense of social ease and brightness and freedom, the old medley 
of work and indolence, of jest and earnest, that made Oxford life 
so picturesque." 



Palgrave (W. Gifford).— essays ON EASTERN QUES- 
TIONS. By W. Gifford Palgrave. 8vo. ioj. 6d, 

Contents : — Mahometanism in the Levant — The Mahotnetan 
Revival — The Turkomans and other Tribes of the North->East 
Turkish Frontier — Eastern Christians — The Monastery of 
Sumelas — The Abkhasiai^ Insurrection — The \Poet Om^r — The 
Brigand Ta* Abbet Shurran, 



" These essays are full of anecdote and interest. The book is decidedly 
a valuable addition to the stock of literature on which men must 
base their opinion of the difficult social and political problems sug' 
gested by the designs of Russia, the capacity of Mahometans for 
sovereignty^ and the good government and retention of India," — 
Saturday Review. 

C 
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Palgrave. — ^Works by Francis Turner Palgrave, M.A., late 
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford : — 

ESSAYS ON ART. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

Mulready — Dyc€ — Holman Hunt — Herbert — Poetry,' Prose, andSeti' 
saiionalismin Art — Sculpture in England — The Albert Cross, &^e. 
Most of these Essays have appeared in the Saturday Review 
and elsewhere : but they have been minutely revised, and in some 
cases almost re-written, with the aim mainly of excluding matters of 
temporary interest, and softening down all asperities of censure. 
The main object of the book is, by examples taken chiefly from the 
works of contemporaries, to illustrate the truths, that art has jftxed 
principles, of which any one may attain the knowledge who is not 
wanting in natural taste. Art, like poetry, is addressed to the 
world at large, not to a special jury of professional masters, ** In 
many respects the truest critic we have. " — Literary Churchman. 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hughes and Engraved Title-page by Jeens. Small 4to. cloth 
extra, dr. 

^^ If you want a really good book for both sexes and all ages^ buy 
this, as handsome a volume of tales as youUl find in all the 
market, " — Athenaeum. ^^ Exquisite both inform and substance,^* 
— Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

**-<4 volume of pure quiet verse, sparkling with tender melodies^ and 
alive with thoughts of genuine poetry, , . > Turn where we will 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness, and 
truth ; truepoefs work, touched and refined by the master-hand of 
a real artiste who shows his s^enius even in trifles J"* — Standard. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, i8mo. \s, 6d. 
•• So choice^ so perfect, and so refined^ so tender in feeling, and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to every' 
thing that he gives us,*^ — Literary Churchman. 
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Palgrave ^F. T.) — continued, 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. See Golden Treasury Series. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Palgrave. Gem Edition. With Vignette Title by Jeens. y,6d, 

" For minute elegance no volume could possibly excel the ' Gem 
Edition,* " — SCOTSMAN. 

Parables.— TWELVE parables of our lord, illus- 
trated in Colours from Sketches taken in the East by McEniry, 
with Frontispiece from a Picture by John Jellicoe, and Illumi- 
nated Texts and Borders. Royal 4to. in Ornamental Binding. i6s. 

The Scotsman calls this **one of the most superb Books of the 
sectson.^* The richly and tastefully illuminated borders are from 
the Brevario Grimani, in St, Mark^s Library^ Venice, The 
Times calls it * * one of the most beautiful of modern pictorial 
works ;^^ while the Graphic says ^* nothing in this style, so good, 
has ever before been published." 

Pater. — studies in the history of the renais- 
sance. By Walter H. Pater, M.A., Fellow of Brasenose 
College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 7^-. 6^. 

The subjects of the studies contained in this volume are taken from the 
history of the Renaissance^ and tot4ch what the author thinks the 
chief points in that complex, many-sided movement. The Pall 
Mall Ga-zette says: ** The book is very remarkable among con- 
temporary books, not only for the finish and care with which its 
essays' are severally written, but for the air of deliberate and polished 
form upon the whole. " 

Pember. THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 

By E. H. Pember. Fcap. 8vo. 4$*. 6^. 

Founded upon the story of Sappho, **IIe tells his story with dramatic 
force, and in language that often rises almost to grandeur.** — 
ATHENiEUM. 

C 2 
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Picton.— THE MYSTERY OF MATTER, AND OTHER 

ESSAYS. By J. Allanson Picton, Author of " New Theories 
and the Old Faith." Crown 8vo. loj. (id. 

Are there any fundamentally constituent eleiiunts in human nature 
which must for ever necessitate religion ? The Essays constituting 
this volume have risen one out of the other, in pursuit of the 
purpose indicated by this question. The Essays are — I. The 
Mystery of Matter'; II. The Philosophy of Ignorance ; III. The 
Antithesis of Faith and Sight; IV. The Essential Nature of 
Religion ; V. Christian Pantheism, 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. 3j. 6^. 

** Charming stories of peasant life, written in something of George 
Eliofs style, . , , Her stories could not be other than they are, as 
literal as truth, as romantic as fiction, full of pathetic totiches 
and strokes of genuine humour, , . . All the stories are studies 
of CLctucd life, executed with no mean art, " — Times. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of E. Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of "The Heir of 
RedclyfTe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. gilt. 4f. 6^. 

** This is not a regular book of natural history, but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summers day 
beneath an old pear tree, observed by eyes that had for the nonce 
become microscopic, recorded by a pen that finds dramas in every* 
thing, and illustrated by a dainty pencil, . . . We can hardly 
fancy anyone with a moderate turn for the curiosities of insect 
life, or for delicate French esprit, not being taken by these clever 
sketches, " — Guardian. * ^A whimsical and charming little book, " 
— Athenaeum. 

Portfolio of Cabinet Pictures. — oblong folio, price 42J. 

This is a handsome portfolio containing faithfully executed and 
beautifully coloured rep 'oductions of five well-known pictures .*— 
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" CkUde Harold's Pilgrimage'' and " The Fighting Thniraire,'' 
by J, M. W. Turner; ** Crossing the Bridge^" by Sir W, A. 
Callcott ; ** The Cornfield,''' by John Constable; and ** A Land' 
scape" by Birket Foster. The Daily News says of them, 
" They are very beautifully executed, and might be fravied and 
hung up on the wall, as creditable substitutes for the originals." 

Raphael of Urbino and his Father Giovanni 

SANTI. — By J. D. Passavant, formerly Director of the 
Museum at Frankfort. Illustrated. Royal 8vo. cloth gilt, gilt 
edges. 3 1 J. 6^. 

• 

To the enlarged French edition of Herr Passavant' s Life of Raphael ^ 
that painter' s admirers have turned whenever they have sought for 
information ; and it will doubtless remain for many years the best 
book of reference on all questions pertaining to the great painter. 
The present work consists of a translation of those parts of Passa- 
vanfs volumes which are most likely to interest the general reader. 
Besides a complete life of Raphael it contains the valuable descrip- 
tions of all his known paintings, and the Chronological Index, 
which is of so much service to amateurs who wish to study the pro- 
gressive character of his works. The illustrations, twenty in 
number, by Woodbury's new permanent process of photography, 
are from the finest engravings that could be procured, and have been 
chosen with the intention of giving examples of Raphael's various 
styles of painting. ** There will be found in the volume almost all 
that the ordinary student or critic would require to learn." ^ Art 
Journal. **// is most beautifully and profusely illustrated" — 
Saturday Review. 

Realmah. — By the Author of ** Friends in Council." Crown Svoi 
6/. 

Rhoades. — poems. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8vo. 4^.6^. 

Contents : — Ode to Harmony ; To the Spirit of Unrest; Ode to 
Winter; The Tunnel; To the Spirit of Beauty ; Song of a I^af; 
By the Bother ; An Old Orchard ; Love and Rest; The Flowers 
Surprised; On the Death of Artemus Ward; The Tkvo Paths ; 
The Ballad of Little Maisie ; Sonnets* 



M 
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Richardson ^THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Selection of 

Legends drawn from Valmiki*s Sanskrit Poem, "The Ramayana." 
By Frederika Richardson. Crown 8vo. 7j. 6^?! 

" If is impossible to read it without recognizing the value and interest 
of the Eastern epic. It is as fascinating as a fairy tale^ this 
romantic poem of India, " — Globe. * * A charming volume^ which 
at once enmeshes the rectder in its snares,*"* — AxHENiEUM. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Mary K. Roby. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers: — 

RIDICULA REDIVIVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated in 
Colours, with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 6j. 

*' The most splendid^ and at the same time the most really meritorious 
of the books specially intended for children, that we have seen, " — 
Spectator. " These large bright pictures will attract children to 
really good and honest artistic work, and that ought not to be an 
indifferent consideration with parents who propose to educate their 
children^* — Pall Mall Gazette. 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated in Colours, 
with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 6^. 

" These world-old rhymes have never had and n^ never wish for 
a better pictoricd setting than Mr. Rogers has given them,** — 
Times. ** Nothing could be quainter or more absurdly comical 
than most of the pictures^ which are all carefully executed and 
beautifully coloured,** — Globe. 

Rossetti. — Works by Christina Rossetti : — 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS. With two Designs 
by D. G. Rossetti. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

^^She handles her little marvel luith that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym- 
bolism too far, nor keeps those tvonders in the merely fabulous and 
capricious stage. In fact, she has produced a true childretCs poem, 
which is far more delightful to the mature than to children^ though 
it would be delightful to all, "—Spectator. 
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Runaway (The), a Story for the Young. By the Author of 
** Mrs. Jeraingham's Journal.'* With Illustrations by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8vo. gilt. 4?. 6d. 

** This is one of the bestj if not indeed the very best, of all the stories 
that has come before us this Christinas, The heroines are both 
charming^ and, unlike heroines, they are as full of fun as of charms. 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk when they 
are all gathered round the fire, and nurses and other apparitions 
are still far away." — Saturday Review. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls. With a Frontis. 

piece. Fourth Edition. iSmo. Cloth extra. 2J. 6d, 

" We wish all the schoolgirls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of reading it" — NONCONFORMIST. 

Scauring of the White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Illustrated 
by Doyle. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3j. 6d. 

** A glorious tale of summer joy. " — FREEMAN. " There is a genial 
hearty life about the book." — ^JOHN Bull. " The execution is 
excellent. , . , Like * Tom Brown^s School Days,^ the * White 
Horse^ gives the reader a feeling of gratitude and personal esteem 
towards the author." —Saturday Review. 

Seeley (Professor). — lectures and ESSAYS. By 

J. R. Seeley, M.A. Professor of Modem History in the 
University of Cambridge. 8vo. los. 6d. 

Contents : — Roman Imperialism : i. The Great Roman RevolU' 
tion ; 2. The Proximate Cause of the Fall of the Roman Empire ; 
3. The Later Empire, — Milton* s Political Opinions — Milton* s 
Poetry — Elementary Principles in Art — Liberal Education in 
Universities— English in Schools — The Church as a Teacher of 
Morality — The Teaching of Politics : an Inaugural Lecture de- 
livered at Cambridge. "He ts the master of a clear and pleasant 
style, great facility of expression, and a considerable range ofillus' 
tration. . . . The criticism is always acute, the description cUway 
graphic and continuous, and the matter of each essay is carefully 
arranged with a view to unity of effect." — Spectator. ^^ JffU 
book will be full of if iter est to all thoughtful readers" — Pall 
Mall Gazette. • 
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Shairp (Principal).— KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 

other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 
United College, St. Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

^^ Kilmakoe is a Highland Pastoral^ redolent of the warm soft air 
of the western lochs and moors, sketched out with remarkable 
grace and picturesquenessy — Saturday Review. 

Shakespeare. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. Cloth. 4/. i^r. 6d. 

This, now acknowledged to be the standard edition of Shakespeare^ is 
the result of many year^ study and research on the part of the 
accomplished Editors, assisted by the suggestions atid contributions 
of Shakespearian students in all parts of the country. The following 
are the distinctive characteristics of this edition : — i. The text is 
based on a thorough collation of the four Folios, and of all the 
Quarto editions of the separate plays, and of subsequent editions and 
commentaries, 2. All the results of this collation are given in notes 
at the foot of the page, together tvith the conjectural emendations 
collected and suggested by the Editors, or furnished by tlieir cor- 
respondents, so as to give the reader a complete view of the existing 
materials out of which the text has been constructed, or may be 
amended, 3. Where a quarto edition dijjers materially from^ the 
received text, the text of the quarto is printed literatim in a smaller 
type after the received text, 4. The lines in each scene are num- 
bered separately, so as to facilitate reference, 5. At the end ofeash 
play a few notes, critical, explanatory, and illustrative, are added, 
6. The Poems, edited on a similar plan, are printed at the end 
of the Dramatic Works, The Preface contains some notes on 
Shakespearian Grammar, Spelling, Metre, and Punctuation, and 
a history of all the chief editions from the Poefs time to the present. 
The Guardian calls it an ^^ excellent, and, to the student, almost 
indispensable edition f^ and theTLTiAUiNER calls it **an unrivalled 
edition,^^ 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. Second Edition. 
iSiho. I J. 



BELLES LETTRES. 41 

This is an edition for use in schools. The introduction treats briefly 
of the value of language^ the fable of the play and other points. 
The notes are intended to teach the student to analyse every obscure 
sentence and trace out the logical sequence of the poefs thoughts ; 
to point out the rules of Shakespearis versification ; to explain 
obsolete words and meanings ; and to guide the students taste by 
directing his attention to such passages as seem especially worthy 
of note for their poetical beauty or truth to nature. The text is in 
the main founded upon that of the first collected edition of Shake- 
spearis plays. 

Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

^^ Wealthy in feeling, meaning, finish, and grace; not without passion ^ 
which is suppressed, but the keener for that J'* — ATHENiEUM. 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE 
CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. 8yo. 6j. 

** These are among the siveetest sacred poems we have recui for a long 
time. With no profuse imagery, expressing a range of feeling 
and expression by no means uncommon, they are true and elevated, 
and their pathos is profound and simple.'** — Nonconformist. 

Spring Songs. By a West Highlander. With a Vignette 
Illustration by Gourlay Steele. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

** Without a trace of affectation or sentimentalism, these utterances 
are perfectly simple and natural, profoundly human and pro- 
foundly true?* — Daily News. 



Stephen (C. E.)— THE service of the poor; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. 6j. (>dt 

Miss Stephen defines religious Sisterhoods as ** associations, the orgafti' 
zation f which is SSsed upon the assumption that works of charity 
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are eiilur acts of warship in themselves, or means to an endj 
that end being the spiritual welfare of the objects or the performers 
of those works y Arguing from that point of view, she devotes the 
first part of her volume to a brief history of religious assaciations, 
taking as specimens — /. The Deaconesses of the Primitive Church ; 
II. theBiguines; III the Third Order of S, Francis; IV. the 
Sisters of Charity of S. Vincent de Paul ; V. the Deaconesses of 
Modern Germany, In the second part. Miss Stephen attempts to 
show what are the real wants met by Sisterhoods, to what extent the 
same wants may be effectually met by the organization of corre- 
sponding institutions on a secular basis, and what are the reasons 
for endeavouring to do so. * *It touches incidentally and with much 
wisdom afid tenderness on so many of the relations of women, par- 
ticularly of single women, with society, that it may be read with 
advantage by many who have never thought of entering a Sister- 
hood. "— S PECTATOR. 



Stephens (J. B.)— convict once, a Poem- By J. Brun- 
TON Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

A tale of sin and sorrow, purporting to be the confession of Mag- 
dalen Power, a convict first, and then a teacher in one of the Aus- 
tralian Settlements ; the narrative is supposed to be written by 
Hyctcinth, a pupil of Magdalen Power, and the victim of her 
lecUousy, The metre of the poem is the same as that of Long- 
fellffvds *^ Evangeline.''' "It is as far more interesting than 
ninety-nine novels out of a hundred, as it is superior to them in 
power, worth, and beauty. We should most strongly advise every- 
body to read * Comvict Once.^ " — Westminster Review. 



Stray Lf eaves. ByC. E. Mudie. New Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
2,s. 6d. Contents: — **His and Mine" — "Night and Day" — 
** One of Many," &c. 

This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly 0/ a genuinely 
devotional character. ** They are for the most part so exquisitely 
sweet and delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition. They are 
worthy of being laid up in the recesses of the heart, and recoiled to 
memory from time to time" — Illustrated L6ndon Nbws. 
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Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Dutton. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d, 

This little volume records, to use the words of the Bishop of Salis- 
bury, ^^ a portion of the experience, selected out of overflowing 
materials, of two ladies, during several years of devoted work as 
district parochial visitors in a large population in the north of 
England^ Every incident narrated is absoltUely true, and only 
the names of the persons introduced have been (necessarily) changed. 
The '^'^ Reminiscences of Amy Dutton^* serve to illustrate the line 
of argument adopted by Miss Stephen in her work on *Uhe Service 
of the Poor," because they shoiv that as in one aspect the lady visitor 
may be said to be a link between rich and poor, in another she helps 
to blend the ^^ religious " life with the ^^ secular," and in both does 
service of extreme value to the Church and Nation, ^^One of the 
most really striking books that ha^ ever come before us, " — Literary 
Churchman. 



Symonds (J. A., M.D.)— MISCELLANIES. By John 
Addington Symonds, M.D. Selected and Edited, with an 
Introductory Memoir, by his Son. 8vo. yj. 6^. 

The late Dr, Symonds, of Bristol, was a man of singularly versatile 
and elegant as well as powerful and scientific intellect. In order 
to make this selection from his many works generally interesting, the 
editor has confined himself to works of pure literature, and to such 
scientific studies as had a general philosophical or social interest. 
Among the general subjects are articles on the Principles of Beauty, 
on Knowledge, and a Life of Dr. Pritchard ; among the Scientific 
Studies are papers on Sleep and Dreams, Apparitions, the Relations 
between Mind and Aluscle, Habit, etc, ; there are several papers on 
the Social and Political Aspects of Medicine ; and a few Poems and 
Translations, selected from a great number of equal merit, have been 
inserted at the end, as specimens of the lighter literary recreations 
which occupied the intervals of leisure in a long and laborious life, 
^^ Mr, Symonds has certainly done right ingathering together what 
his father left behind him,"— ^ATV^HhY Review. 
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Thornton.— OLD-FASHIONED ETHICS, AND COMMON- 
SENSE METAPHYSICS, with some of their Applications. ' Bj' 
William Thomas Thornton, Author of **A Treatise on 
Labour." 8vo. ioj. dd, 

Mr. Thornton is already well known as a poiverful and keen writer 
on subjects of great social importance. The present volume deals 
with problems which are agitating the minds of all thoughtful tneti. 
The following are the Contents: — /. Ante-Utilitarianism, II, 
History s Scientific Pretensions. III. David Hume as a Meta- 
physician. IV. Huxleyism. V. Recent Phases of Scientific 
Atheism. VI. Limits of Demonstrable Theism. 

Thring. — SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools. 

With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folio. *js, 6d. 

There is a tendency in schools to stereotype the formS of life. Any 
genial solvent is valuable. Games do much ; but games do not 
penetrate to domestic life, and are much limited by age. Music 
supplies the want. The collection ificludes the ^^ Agnus Dei,** 
Tennyson* s ^^ Light Brigade " Macaulay^ s** Ivry" etc. among other 
pieces, 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, 4J. (id. People's Edition, 2s, 

With Sixty Illustrations, by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall, 
Square, cloth extra, gilt edges. \os, 6d, 

With Seven Illustrations by the same Artists, Crown 8vo. 6s, 

" We have read and re-read this book with unmingled pleasure, . . , 
We have carefully guarded ourselves against any tampering with 
our critical sagacity y and yet have been compelled again and again 
to exclaim. Bene! OptimeP* — London Quarterly Review. 
^^ An exact picture of the bright side of a Rugby boy*s experience^ 
told with a life, a spirit, and a fond minuteness of detail and recol^ 
lection which is infinitely honourable to the author,** — Edinburgh 
Review. ** The most famous bo^s book in the language,*^ — 
Daily News. 
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Tom Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

** In no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities of 
the English gentleman more happily portrayed.^^ — Daily News. 
^*A book of great power and trtUV^ — National Review. 

Trench. — Works by R. Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 

of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see Theological, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. 7j. 6d. 

ELEGIAC POEMS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

CALDERON'S LIFE'S A DREAM : The Great Theatre of the 
World. With an Essay on his Life and Genius. Fcap. 8vo. 
4r. dd, 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^". dd. 

This volume is called a ** Household Bookf*^ by this name implying 
that it is a book for all — that there is nothing in it to prevent it 
from being confidently placed in the hands of every member of the 
household. Specimens of all classes of poetry are given^ including 
selections from living authors. The editor has aimed to produce 
a book ** which the emigrant, finding room for little not absolutely 
necessary, might yet find room for in his trunk, and the traveller 
in his knapsack, and that on some narrow shelves where there are 
few books this might be one,'^ ** The Archbishop has conferred in 
this delightful volume an important gift on the whole English' 
speaking population of the world. " — Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly LyricaL Selected and 
arranged for Use. By Archbishop Trench. Second Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

** The aim of the present volume is to offer to members of our English 
Church a collection of the best sacred Latin poetry, such as they 
shall be able entirely and heartily to accept and ap^ave — a collection. 
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Trench (Archbishop) — continued. 

that is, in which they shall not be evermore liable to be offended^ and 
to have the current of their sympathies checked, by coming upon that 
which, however beautiful as poetry, out of higher respects they must 
reject and condemn — in which, too, they shall not fear thai snares 
are being laid for them, to entangle them unawares in admiration 
^ for aught which is inconsistent with their faith and fealty to their 
own spiritual mother." — Preface. 

JUSTIN MARTYR, AND OTHER POEMS. FifUi Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

Trollope (Anthony). — SIR HARRY HOTSPUR OF 

HUMBLETHWAITE. By Anthony Trollope, Author of 
"Framley Parsonage," etc. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

The Times says: ^* In this novel we are glad k? recognize a return 
to what we must call Mr. Trollopis old form. The characters 
are drawn with vigour and boldness, and the book may do good 
to many readers of both sexes. ^^ The AXHENiEUM remarks : ** No 
reader who begins to read this book is likely to lay it down until 
the last page is turned. This brilliant novd appears to us decidedly 
more successful than any other of Mr. Trollopis shorter stories.^* 

Turner. — Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Turner : — 

SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 
8vo. 4J. 6^. 

" The Sonnets are dedicated to Mr, Tennyson by his brother, and have, 
independently of their merits, an interest of association. TTiey both 
love to write in simple expressive Saxon ; both love to touch their 
imagery in epithets rather than in formal similes ; both have a 
delicate perception of rhythmical movement, and thus Mr. Turner 
has occasional lines which, for phrase and music, might be ctscribed 
to his brother. . . He knows the haunts of the wild rose, the shady 
nooks where light quivers through the leaves, the rurcdities, in short, ^ 
of the land of imagination." — AxHENiEUM. 

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. Svo. 4j. 6d. 

'* These brief poems have not only a peculiar kind of interest for 
the student of English poetry, but are intrinsically delightful^ andT 
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will reward a careful and frequent penpal. Full of muveti, piety ^ 
lovcy and knowledge of natural objects^ and each expressing a single 
and generally a simple subject by means of minute and originate 
pictorial touches ^ these Sonnets have a place of their own" — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Vittoria Colonna.— LIFE and poems. By Mrs. Henry 

RoscoE. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

77u life of Vittoria Colonna, the celebrated Marchesa di Fescara, 
hcts received but cursory notice from any English writer , though 
in every history of Italy her name is mentioned with great honour 
among the poets of the sixteenth century, " In three hundred and 
fifty years,''^ says her biographer, Visconti, " there has been no other 
Italian lady who can be compared to her.** ^^ It is written with 
good taste, with quick and intelligent sympathy, occasionally with 
a real freshness and charm of style** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Volunteer's Scrap Book. By the Author of "The Cam- 
bridge Scrap Book." Crown 4to. *is, 6d, 

** A genial and clever caricaturist, in whom we may often perceive 
through small details that he has as proper a sense of the graceful 
as of the ItuHcrous, The author might be and probably is a 
Volunteer himself, so kindly is the mirth he makes of all the inci- 
dents and phrases of the drill-ground** — EXAMINER. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author of " Effie's Friends," and 
"JohnHatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" This is an idyll of rare truth and beauty, . . . The story is simple 
and touching, the style of extraordinary delicacy, precision, and 
picturesqueness, , . , A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to navels, and will amply repay those of their elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal** — Daily News. 

Webster, — Works by Augusta Webster : — 

" If Mrs, Webster only remains true /"# herself, she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet done.** — 
Westminster Review. 
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Webster — continued, 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. Sj. 
** A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste a^ by poetic power* ^-^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. ^s, 6d. 

"Mrs. Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the life; that she can observe with subtlety ^ and render her 
observations with delicacy ; that she can impersonate complex con- 
ceptions and venture into which few living writers can follow her J 
—Guardian, 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3j. 6d, 

** Mrs. Webstet^s poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . her 
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thought, feelingf and observation which demand that attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow.** — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF ^ESCHYLUS. Literally translated 
into English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

** Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill** — Athe- 
NiEUM. " Mrs. Webster^ s ^Dramatic Studies* and * Translatwn 
of Prometheus * have zbon for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
rcMiization, and bids fair to be the most successful claimant of Mrs, 
Browning's mantle.'* — British Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English 
Verse. Extra fcap. Svo. 3^. 6d. 

** Mrs. Webster's translation surpasses our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original ^without any of that harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph** — Westminster Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

Westminster Plays. Lusus Alteri Westmonasterienses, Sive 
Prolog! et Epilogi ad Fabulas in S*^ Petri Collegio : actas qui Elx- 
stabant collecti et justa quoad licuit annorum serie ordinati, quibus 
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accedit Declsunationum qu» Yocantur et Epigtammatum Delectus. 
Curantibus J. Mure, A.M., H. Bull, A.M.» C. B, Scott, B.D. 
8vo. I2s. 6d. 
Idem. — Pars Secunda, 1820 — 1864. Quibus accedit Epigrammatum 
Delectus. 8vo. 15^'. 

When I was a Little Girl, STORIES FOR CHILDREN. 

By the Author of **St. Olave's." Fourth Edition. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 4j. 6d, With Eight Illustrations by L. Frolich. 

*^ At the /lead, and a long way ahead, of aU books for girls, we 
place * When I was a Little GirV "—TIMES, ** // is one of the 
choicest morsels of child-biography which we have met with,** — 
Nonconformist. 

White.— RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

Wilson.— CALIBAN; THE MISSING LINK. By Daniel 
Wilson, LL.D., Professor of History and English Literature, 
University College, Toronto. Crown 8vo. los. 6d. 

In the present state 0/ the controversy as to the Origin of Matt, this 
work of a competent scholar and critic, in which the Monster 
Caliban is studied from various points of view, will be of consider * 
able interest. Besides ** Caliban," the work treats of various other 
matters of Shakespearian interest,^ as ** The Supernatural,** 
'* Ghosts and Witches," ''Fairy Folk-Lore," ''The Commenta- 
tors" " The Folios" The two last chapters contain notes on " The 
Tempest ** and " A Midsummer Night* s Dream." 

Wollaston.— LYRA DEVONIENSIS. ByT. V. Wollaston, 

M.A. Fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. 

"It is the work of a man of refined taste, of deep religious sentimefit, 
a true artist, and a good Christian."— CnuKCii Times. ' 

Woolner. my beautiful lady. By Thomas Woolner. 

With a Vignette by Arthur Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

" // is clearly the product of no idle hour, but a highly-conceived and 
faithfully-executed task, self-imposed, and prompted by that inward 
yearning to utter great thoughts, and a wealth of passionate feeling , 
which is poetic genius. No man can read this poem without being 

D 
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struck by thi JUness and finish of the workmanships so to spooky as 
well as by the chastened and unpretending loftiness of thought 
which pervades the whole" — Globe. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of " lUys 
of Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., is, 

" The selection aims at popularity, and deserves it^ — Guardian, 

Wyatt (Sir M. Digby).— FINE ART : a Sketch of its 

History, Theory, Practice, and application to Industry. A Course 
of Lectures delivered before the University of Cambridge. By 
Sir M. Digby Wyatt, M.A. Slade Professor of Fine Art. 
8vo. I Of. dd. 
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An excellent handbook for the student of arty — GRAPHIC. ** 77u 
book abounds in valuable matter, and will therefore be read with 
pleasure and profit by lovers of art^ — Daily News. 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. (See also 
Catalogue of Works in History, and Educational 
Catalogue. ) 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Nineteenth Edition. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

HEARTSEASE. Twelfth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. 6 J. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. Eleventh Edition. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN. 
Sixth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Third Edition, 
Crown 8to. di. 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

** We think the authoress of * The Heir of Redely ffe"* has surpassed 
her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden time," 
— British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** Prettily and tenderly written^ atidwill with young people especially 
be a great favourite.'''' — Daily News. ^^ Everybody should read 
this.^' — Literary Churchman. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AN 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. Crown 8vo. dr. New Edition. 

** Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well as high art to the con- 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts 
in historical romance."" — MoRNiNG Post. ** The plot, in truth, 
is of the very first order of merit. '^ — Spectator. " We have 
seldom read a more charming story." — GUARDIAN. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. 
Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

" A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended, . . , This 
extremely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
by the name of the author of * The Heir of Redclyffe * on the title- 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite," — DUBLIN 
Evening Mail. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. 4J. 6d, 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour, and the 
story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader, '* —Manchester 
Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

A« STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe 8vo. 3J. 6d, each. 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued. 

Contents of First Series : — History of Philip Quarll — 
Goody Twoshoes — TJie Governess — Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
lations of a Mouse — The Village School — The Little Queen — 
History of Little Jack. 

** Miss Yonge has done great service to the infantry of this generation 
by ptUting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within their reach J^ 
— British Quarterly Review. 

Contents of Second Series : — Family Stories — Elements of 
Morality — A Puzzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. New Edition, 
with Twenty Illustrations by Frolich. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. dr. 
(See also Golden Treasury Series). Cheap Edition, is. 

** We have seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime^ and none which^ 
both for its cheapness and the spirit in which it hc^ been compiled ^ 
is more deserving of praised — Athenaeum. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. (ys. 

Miss Yongis wonderful ^^ knacV of instructive story-telling to 
children is well known. In this volume, in a manner which 
cannot but prove interesting to all boys and girls, she manages 
to convey a wonderful amount of information concerning most of 
the countries of the world ; in this she is considerably aided by the 
twenty-four telling pictures of Mr. Frolich. " * Lucy's Wonderful 
Globe ' is capital, and will give its youthful readers more idea of 
foreign countries and customs than any number of books ofg&)graphy 
or travel." — GRAPHIC. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. $s. Second Edition, enlarged. 5^. 

A Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Extra fcap, 
8vo. 5j. 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued. 

The endeavour has not been to chronicle facts ^ but to put together a 
series of pictures of persons and events, so as to arrest the attention, 
and give some individuality and distinctness to the recollection, by 
gathering together details at the most memorable moments. The 
** Cameos" are intended as a book for young people just beyond the 
elementary histories of England, and able to enter in some degree 
into the real spirit of events, and to be struck with characters and 
scenes presented in some relief ** Instead of dry details,''^ says the 
Nonconformist, ** we have living pictures, faithful, vvvid, and 
striking.^'' 

P's AND Q's ; OR, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 
With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Second Edition. Globje 
8vo. cloth gilt 4f. 6^. 

** One of her most successful little pieces .... fust what a narrative 
should be, each incident simply and naturally related^ no preaching 
or moralizing, and yet the moral coming out most pow^fully, and 
the whole story not too long, or with the least appearance of being 
spun outy — Literary Churchman. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; OR, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. To be completed in Four monthly Volumes. 
Vol. I. and II., crown 8vo., 5^. each, now ready. 

Young.— MEMOIR OF CHARLES MAYNE YOUNG, 
Tragedian. With Extracts from his Son's Journal. By Julian 
Charles Young, M.A., Rector of Ilmington. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6<a?. With Portraits and Sketches. 

** There is hardly a page of it ivhich was not worth printing. There 
is hardly a line which has not some kind of interest attaching 
to it," — Guardian. **/« this budget of anecdotes, fables, and 
gossip, old and new, relative to Scott, Moore, Chalmers, Coleridge, 
Wordsworth, Croker, Mathews, the Third and Fourth Georges, 
Bowles, Beckford, Lockhart, Wellington, Peel, Louis Napoleon, 
D^Orsay, Dickens, Thackeray, Louis Blanc, Gibson, Constable, 
and Stanfield {the list might be much extended), the reader must be 
hard indeed to please who cannot find entertainmefit," — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 
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MACMILLAN'S 

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
Noel Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hui^rx, J. E. 
MiLLAis, Arthur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 45. dd, each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

** Messrs, Macmillan have, in their Golden Treasury Series ^ especially 
provided editions of standard works ^ volumes 0/ selected poetry, and 
original compositions, which entitle this series to be called classical. 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanships* — British Quarterly 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 
Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 
Palgrave. 
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This delightful little volume, the Golden Treasury, which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and songs in our language, 
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate ecLch other like the 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery." — Quarterly Review. £-; 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

" // includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated on 
obtaining indght into the feelings and tastes of childhood, and 
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desirous to awaken its finest trnpuUes^ to cuiUvate iti keenest semi' 
bUitiesP — Morning Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writcra. 

Selected and arranged by Sir Roundell Palmer. A New and 
Enlarged Edition, 

" All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for the 
present give place to the Book of Praise. . . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation must have been immense^ em* 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province op 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks of religious thought.'''' — Saturday Review. 

The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 
rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 

** A delightful selection, in a delightful external form ; full of the 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy tales,''* — 
Spectator. 

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 

Edited by William Allingham. 

* * His taste as a Judge of old poetry will be found, by all acquainted with 
the various readings of old English ballads, true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a /^w^. "-^Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

** The fullest and best jest book that has yet appeared,^' — Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 

" The beautiful little edition of Bacon^s Essc^ys, now before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship oj Mr. Aldis Wright. . , , Jt 
puts the recuier in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacoiis life and times, " — S pectator. " By far the most complete 
as well as the most elegant edition we possess,^* — Westminster 
Review. 
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The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
** A beautiful and scholarly nprif^.^^ — Spectator. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

*^A well-sdected volume of Sacred P(?eiry,**—STKCTATOR, 

A Book of Golden Deeds of All Times and All Countries. 

Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffb. " 

**. . . To the youngs for whom it is especially intended, as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders, 
as a useful handbook of referefue, and a pleasant one to take up 
when their wish is to while away a weaty half-hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a long tinier — ATHENiBUM. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, with 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

** Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Bums 
_y/^^j//."— Edinburgh Daily Review. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. 

** Mutilated and modified editions of this English classic are so much 
the rule, that a cheap and pretty copy of it, rigidly exact to the 
original, will be a prize to many book-buyers'* — Examiner. 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LI. Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
**A dainty and cheap little editwn,^^ — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London»« 
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** A choice collection oj the sterling songs of England^ Scotland^ and 
Ireland^ with the music oJ each prefixed to the words. How much 
true wholesome pleasure such a book can diffuse^ and will diffuse, 
we trusty through many thousand families^ — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
GusTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

** A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about 
boys for boys that ever was Tvritten,*^ -^lLi.iJSTKATED Times. 

A Book of ^Vorthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of "The Heir of Redclyffe." 
With Vi|Tnette. 

** An admirable addition to an admirable series^ — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attweli, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 

** Mr. Attweli has produced a book of rare value .... Happily it 
is small enough to be carried about in the pocket, and of such a coM" 
panion it would be difficult to weary. " — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections from the Works of 
the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory 
Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of **Ginx's Baby," &c. 
l8mo. 4r. (>d, 

* * A charming little volume. " — Standard. 
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MACMILLAN'S 

GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper and bound in clotk extra, gilt 
edgeSf price 4^, dd, each ; in cloth plain, 3^. 6d. Also kept in a 
variety of calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

**the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; *' 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; '* to put within the reacli of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
Literature,, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 



^ 



GLOBE LIBRARY, 59 

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal- circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with natiire's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
"make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says : " The Globe Editions are admirable 
for their scholarly editings their typographical excellence, their com- 
pendious fornix and their cheapness." The British Quarterly 
Review says: *^ In compendiousness, elegance, and scholarliness, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs. Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto given to the public. As near an approach 
to miniaiure perfection as has ever been made." 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by W. G. 

Clark, M. A., and W. Aldjs Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, Editors of the ** Cambridge Shakespeare." With 
Glossary, pp. 1,075. Price 3J. dd. 

This edition aims at presenting a perfectly reliable text of the complete 
works of " the foremost man in all literature." The text is essen- 
tially the same as that of the ^^ Cambridge Shakespeare." Appetided 
is a Glossary containing the meaning of every word in the text which 
is either obsolete or is used in an antiquated or unusual sense. 
This, combined with the method used to indicate corrupted readings, 
serves to a great extent the purpose of notes. The Athenaeum says 
this edition is **« marvel of beauty, cheapness, and compactness. 
. . . For the busy man, above all for the working student, this is 
the best of all existing Shakespeares." And the Pall Mall 
Gazette observes: ** To have produced the complete works of 
the world's greatest poet in such a form, and at a price within the 
reach of every one, is of itself almost sufficient to give the publishers 
a claim to be considered public benefactors." 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 
W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. Price 3J. 6//. 
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The text of the pcsms has been reprinted from the earliest known 
editions^ carefully collated with subsequent ones, most of which were 
published in the poefs lifetime, Spenser* s only prose work, his 
sagacious and interesting " View of the State of Ireland,'** has bun 
re-edHed from three manuscripts belonging to the British Museum, 
A complete Glossary and a list of all the most important various 
readings serve to a large extent the purpose of notes explanatory 
and critical. An exhaustive general Index and a useful ** JmUx 
of first lines* ^ precede the poems ; and in an Appendix are given 
Spenser* s Letters to Gabriel Harvey, * * Worthy — and higher praise 
it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe Series.^ The work is edited 
with all the care so noble a poet deserves,''^ — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 
and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. Price 3J. dd, 

" Scott y** says Heine , ^^in his eve7y book, gladdens, tranquillizes, and 
strengthens my hearth This edition contains ihe whole of Scot^s 
poetical works, with the exception of one or tivo^ short poems. While 
most of Scott* s oiun notes have been retained, others have been added 
explaining many historical and topographical allusions ; and ori- 
ginal introductions from the pen of a gentleman familiar loith 
Scotch literature and scenery, containing much interesting infor^ 
mation, antiquarian, historical, and biographical, are prefixed to 
the principal poems, ^^ We can almost sympathise with a middle- 
aged grumbler, who, after reading Mr. PcUgravis memoir and in- 
traduction, should exclaim — ^ Why was there not suck an edition of 
Scott when I was a schoolboy ? ' " — Guardian. 

Complete Works of Robert Burns. — THE POEMS, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
Price 3J. 6d, 

Burns' s poems and songs need not circulate exclusively among Scotch- 
men, but should be read by all who ivish to know the multi- 
tudinous capabilities of the Scotch language, and who have the 
capacity of appreciating the exquisite expression of all kinds of 
human feeling — rich pawky humour, keen wit, wUhering satire^ 
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genuine pathos^ pure passionate love. The exhaustive glossarial 
index and the copious notes will make all the purely Scotch poems 
intelligible even to an Englishman. Burn^s letters must be read 
by all who desire fully to appreciate the poe^s character, to see it 
on all its many sides. Explanatory notes are prefixed to most 
of these letters, and Burnis Journals kept during his. Border 
and Highland Tours, are appended. Following the prefixed 
biography by the editor, M a Chronological Table of Burns'* s Life 
and Works. ^^ Admirable in all respects.'^ — Spectator. ^^ The 
cheapest, the most perfect, and the most interesting edition which has 
ever been published,"^— EtliaJs Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxi., 607. 
Price 3^. 6d. 

Of this matchless truth-like story, it is scarcely possible to find an 
unabridged edition. This edition may be relied upon as containing 
the whole of *^ Robinson Crusoe" as it came from the pen of its 
author, without mutilation, and with all peculiarities religioudy 
preserved. These points, combined with its handsome paper, large 
clear type, and moderate price, ought to render this par excellence 
the ^^ Globe,* the Universal edition of Defoi s fascinating narrative, 
*' A most excellent and in every way desirable edition." — Court 
Circular. " Ma€millan*s * Globe* Robinson Crusoe is a book to 
have and to keep,** — Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous Works. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 
Globe 8vo. 3J. td. 

This volume comprehends the whole of the prose and poetical works 
of this most genial of English authors, those only being excluded 
which are mere compilations. They are all accurately reprinted 
from the most reliable editions. The faithfulness, fulness, and litC' 
rary merit of the biography are sufficiently attested by the name oj 
its author. Professor Masson. It contains many interesting anec' 
dotes which will give the reader an insight into Goldsmith*s 
character^ and many graphic pictures of the literary life of London 
during the middle of last century. * * Such an admirable compen^ 
dium of the facts of Goldsmith* s life, and so careful and minute a 
delineation of the mixed traits of kis peculiar, character as to be 
a very model of a literary biograthy in little*** — Scotsman. 
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Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. liL, 508. Globe 8vo. '^s, 6d, 
This edition contains all Pop^s poems ^ translations^ and adaptations , 
— his now superseded Homeric translations alone being omitted. 
The text, carejully revised, is taken from the best editions ; Pop^s 
own use of capital letters and apostrophised syllables, frequently 
necessary to an understanding of his meaning, has been preserve ; 
while his uncertain spelling and his frequently perplexing inter' 
punctuation have been jtidiciously amended. Abundant notes are 
added, including Pop^ s own, the best of those of previous editors, 
and many which are the result of the study and research of the 
present editor. The introductory Memoir will be found to shed 
considerable light on the political, social, and literary life of the 
period in which Pope filled so large a space. The Literary 
Churchman remarks : ** The editor's own notes and intro- 
ductory memoir are excellent, the memoir alone would be cheap and 
well worth buying at the price of the whole volume." 

Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

A study of DryderHs works is absolutely n^essary to anyone who 
wishes to understand thoroughly, not only the litercUure, but also 
the political and religious history of the eventful period when he 
lived and reigned as literary dictator. In this edition of his works, 
which co77iprises several specimens of his vigorous prose, the text has 
been thoroughly corrected and purified from many misprints and 
smcdl changes often materially affecting the sense, which had been 
allowed to slip in by previous editors. The old spelling has been 
retained where it is not altogether strange or repulsive. Besides an 
exhaustive Glossary, there are copious Notes, critical, historical, bio- 
graphical, and explanatory: and the biography contains the results 
of considerable original research, which has served to shed light on 
several hitherto obscure circumstances connected with the life and 
parentage of the poet. "An admirable edition, the result of great 
research and of a careful revision of the text. The memoir prefixed 
contains, within less than ninety pages, as much sound criticism 
and as comprehensive a biography as the student of Dryden need 
desire.'^ — Pall Mall Gazstts. 
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CO"Wper'S Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 
Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 
Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen's College, 
London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. Globe 8vo. 3J. dd. 

This volume contains^ arranged under seven heads^ the whole of 
Cowper^s own poems ^ including several never before published^ and 
all his translations except that of Homer's ^^ Iliad," The text is 
taken from the original editions ^ and Cowper's own notes are given 
at the foot of the page, while many explanatory notes by the editor 
himself are appended to the volume. In the very full Memoir it 
will be found that much new light has been thrown on some of 
the most difficult passages of Cowper's spiritually chequered life. 
^*'Mr, Benham* s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographical introduction is excellent, full of information, 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one.** — Saturday 
Review. 



Morte d' Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edwabd 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. Globe 8vo. y. 6d. 

This volume contains the cream of the legends of chivalry which 
have gathered round the shadowy King Arthur and his Knights 
of the Round Table. Tennyson has drawn largely on them in his 
cycle of Arthurian Idylls. The language is simple and quaint as 
that of the Bible^ and the many stories of knig/itly adventure of 
which the book is made up, are fascinating as those of the ^^ Arabian 
Nights.** The great moral of the book is to ^^ do after the good, and 
leave the evil." There was a want of an edition of the work at a 
moderate price, suitable for ordinary readers, and especially for 
boys : sz4ch an edition the present professes to be. The Introduction 
contains an account of the Origin and Matter of the book, the Text 
and its several Editions, and an Essay on Chivalry, tracing its 
history from its origin to its decay. Notes are appended, and a 
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Glossary of such words as require explafioHon, * *// is with perfect 
confidence that we recommend this edition of the old romance to every 
class of readers, ^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

ft 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Runiling Analjrsis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. Price 3J. 6</. 

The publishers believe that an accurate and readable translation of all 
the works of Virgil is perfectly in a£cordance loith the object of the 
* * Globe Library,^'' A tiew prose-translation has therefore beJn made 
by two competent scholars, who have rendered the original faithfully 
into simple Bible-English, "without paraphrase ; and at the same 
time endeavoured to maintain as far as possible the rhythm and 
majestic flow of the original. On this latter point the Daily 
Telegraph says, * * The endeavour to preserve in some degree a 
rhythm in the prose rendering is almost invariably successful and 
pleasing in its effect;^* and the Educational Times, that it 
** may be readily recommended as a model for young students for 
rendering the poet into English. ^^ The General Introduction will 
be found full of interesting information as to the life of Virgil, the 
history of opinion concerning his writings, the notions entertained 
of him during the Middle Ages, editions of his works, his influence 
on modern poets and on education. To each of his works is prefixed 
a critical and explanatory introduction, and important aid is 
afforded to the thorough comprehension of each production by the 
running Analysis. Appetided is an Index of all the proper names 
and the most important subjects occurring throughout the poems 
and introductions. **A more complete edition of Virgil in English 
it is scarcely possible to conceive than the scholarly work before us, ''^ 
— Globe. 

The Works of Horace, Rendered into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, &c. By James Lonsdale, M.A., and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. [Immediately, 
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